* . 33 * THE | N | 4 
| DRAMATIC WORKS 


OF 


. 


S HAK SPE ARA E. 


VOLUME THE EIGHTH, 


CONTALNING: 


HAM LE T. 
O THE LL O. 


— 
Py 
— 
i * 
— * * * 
4 CC 
. 
- 
1 
V 
4 
, 
. 


THE 


DRAMATIC WORKS 0 


OF | 
| SHAKSPEARTE, | 


14 

| IN EIGHT VOLUMES; 4 

| 17 

} # 

| . 2 

f T 1 

SELECT EXPLANATORY NOTES 

[ —— f 

q | y j it 

by - f 

a 10 b 

V | | 

BY ; i 

CHARLES WAGNER. A. M. ＋ 

+ 

PROTESSOR OF THE CAROCIINUM AT BRUNSWICK, 4 


* * 
1 —_—_— —_ . — 2 


a MM _— 
A 


F 


— — — k — ——— 


VOLUME THE FIGHTH. 


»„—— 


9 


PAINTED AND SOLD AT BRUNSWICK, 
$43 »{ 63 a4 ® 


1 « 
Y _—— ©. & > 
_ 
—_—  __— — — — ꝑ — — — — — 


— 1 


* 
„% 


D.. ungetheilte Beifall, welchen Kenner der 
Englischen Literatur meinen Bemühungen ſiir 


die gegenwärtige Ausgabe des Shakspeare bei 


der Erscheinung der ersten Theile derselben 
geschenkt haben, war zu schmeichelhaft für 


mich, als daſs ich ihn für etwas anders als eine 


Aufmunterung hätte ansehen können, in mei- 
nem Eifer nicht zu erkalten, sondern bis ans 
Ende auszudauern. Es wird mir gewils die 
erwünschteste Belohnung meiner aufgewandten 


Mühe seyn, wenn sie finden, dals auch dieser 
achte und letzte Theil des Textes noch die 


— 


nämlichen Spuren des Fleiſses an sich trägt, die 
sie an den ersten zu bemerken glaubten. 

Im ganzen und so weit es möglich war, 
bin ich dem Plane getreu geblieben, den Ma- 
Jo ne'scheu Text zu liefern, wie er in den Aus- 
gaben von 86 und yo abgedruckt worden ist. 
Allein ganz ohne Veränderung konnte ich ihn 
nicht lassen, da Malone selbst nachher noch 
mancher Verbesserung beigetreten ist, und zu- 
weilen auch die einleuchtendsten Gründe für eine 
andere Lesart sprechen, als die er aufgenom- 
men hat. Wenn ich unter solchen Umständen 
es wagte, jenen Text zu verlassen, so glaube 
ich darauf rechnen zu können, selbst die Stim- 
me der Kenner für mich zu haben. Vielleicht 
hätten mir diese es noch in Fällen verstattet, 
wo ich es unterlassen habe, weil ich mich nicht 
unterwand, zwischen den, für jede der ver- 
schiedenen Lesarten beigebrachten Gründen zu 
entscheiden. Indeſs soll das Publikum dadurch 
nichts verlieren, so bald es die Verlagshand- 
lung bei der Unternehmung, eine durch ihr 
Auſseres so wohl, als durch ihren geringen 
Preis sich empfehlende Ausgabe unsers Dichters 
zu liefern, 80 unterstützt, daſs sie mich in den 
Stand setzen kann, in Ansehung der Anmer- 


kungen meinen Plan völlig meinen Wünschen 
gemiſs auszuführen. 5 

Die erste Idee war zwar, den Text in sie- 
ben Bände zusammenzudrängen, und den ach- 
ten für die Anmerkungen zu bestimmen; allein 
die über alle Erwartung anwachsende Bogen- 
zahl machte dieses unmöglich, und alle acht 
Theile mulsten dem Texte gewidmet werden. 
So müssen denn die Armerkungen besonders 
erscheinen. Kann ich ganz frei handeln, 80 
werde ich in Ansehung derselben folgende Ein- 
richtung treffen, wenn sie den Beifall sachver- 
ständiger Kunstrichter erhält. In der gedring- 
testen Kürze sollen alle verschiedenen Lesarten, 
nebst allen Vermuthungen, die man zur Ver- 
besserung des Textes gewagt hat, beigebracht, 
und dann, auch mit möglichster Kürze, die 
Erklärungen der vorzuglichsten Englischen 
Rommentatoren bis auf die neuesten Zeiten her- 
ab, aufgestellt werden. Doch werde ich bei 
den letzten die minder richtigen, oder vielmehr 
irrigen, nur andeuten, die richtigen hingegen 
mit den vorzüglichsten Gründen, worauf sie 
8ich: stützen, begleiten; und dann soll es mir 
noch Pflicht seyn, alles so zu ordnen und an 
einander zu ketten, daſs das Abschreckende, 


| welches der Zusammenstellung der Anmerkun- 
1 gen in den grölsern Englischen Ausgaben an- 
3 klebt, bei jenen weglällt. 
|| Verstatten es Kräfte und Musse, 80 soll 
auch der Wunsch des Recensenten in der allge- 
meinen Literaturzeitung erfüllt, und ein voll- 
ständiges Glossarium über den Shakspeare von 
mir geliefert werden. 
Braunschweig, im Februar 1801. 
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* * THE original story on which this play is built, 
may be found in Saxo Grammaticus the Danish histo- 
rian. From thence Belleforest adopted it in his collec- 
tion of novels, in seven volumes, which he began in 
1564, and continued to publish through succeeding 
years. From this work, The Hystorie of Hamblott, 
quarto, bl. I. was translated, 


Persons Represented. 


Claudius, King o Pema. 

Hamlet, son to the former, and nephew to the present, 
king, 

Polonins, Lord Chamberlain. 

Horatio, friend to Hamlet, 


Laertes, s0n to» Polonius. » 
'Voltimand, \ 
Cornelius, 0 

"TT X 
Rosencrantz, Courtiers 


Guildenstern, | 

Osrick, a COurtier. 

Another courticr. 

A Priest. 

Marcellus) 

Bernardo, ) O{Jicers, 
Fraucisco, a soldier. 
Revualdo, Servant to Polonins, 
A Captain. An Ambassador. 
Ghost of Hamier's father. 
Fortinbras, Prince of Norway. 


Gertrude, Oueen of Denmark, and mother of Hamlet. 
Ophelia, daughter of Polonius. 


Lords, Ladies, Oſſicers. Soldiers, Play ers, Cra e- dig- 
gers, Sailors, Messengers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE. Elsinore. 
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Elsiaore, A Platform before the Castle. 


TRANCISscOo on his post, Enter to him BERSARVDo. 


Ber. VV nos there? 


Fran, Nay, auswer me: stand, and unſold 
yoursell, 

Ber. Long live the king! 

Fran. Bernardo? 

Ber, He. 


Lan. You come most carefully upon your 
hour, 
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Ber. Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed, 
| Francisco. 
Fran, For wer relief, mach thanks: *tis bitter 
co | 
And IT am sick at heart, 
Ber. Have you had quiet TY 
Fran. Not a mouse Stirring, 
Ber, Well, good night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 


Enter Horatio, and Mancrlrus. 


Fran. I think, I hear them. — Stand, ho! 
Who! is there? 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 
Fran. Give you g 2004 nip ht, 
Mar. O, farewel, honest soldier: 
Who bath relies'd you? 
Fran, Bernardo hath my place. 


Give you good nicht. T Eait Francisco. 
Mar. IIolla! Bernardo! 
Bern. Say, 


What, is Horatio there? 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Mar- 
cellus, 
Hor. What, has this thing 778 'd again to- 
night? 
Ber. I have seen nothing. 
Mar. Horatio says, tis but our fantasy; 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him along, 
With us to watch the minutes of this night; 
That, if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and peak to it. 


N 
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Hor. Tush! tush! 'twill not appear. 
Ber. Sit down a While; 
And bon us once again 25800 your ears, 
That are so fortified against our story, 
What we two nights have seen. 
Hor. Well, sit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this, 
Ber. Lost night of all, 
When yon same star, that's westward from the 
ole, 
THad made bis course to illume that part of 
heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself, 
The bell then beating one, — 
Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it 
comes again! 


11 


Enter GnosT, 


Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's 
dead, 


Mar, Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Ho- 
ratio. 
or. Most like: — it harrows me with fear, 
and wonder. 
Ber. It would be spoke to. 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
Hor, What art thou, that usurp'st this time 
of night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of bury'd Denmark 
Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge thee, 
speak. 
Mar, It is offended, 
Ber, See! it stalks away, 


Hor, Stay; speak; speak I orgs thee, speak. 
[Exit Ghost. 
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Mar. Tis gone, and will not answer. 
Ber. How now, Hloratio? you tremble, and 
look pole: 
Is not this s0mething wore than fantasy? 
What think you of it ? 
Hor. Belote my God, IT might not this believe, 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 
Mar, Is it not like the king? 
Hor. As thou art to thyself: 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When be the ambitious Norway combated ; 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He $smote the sledded Polack on the ice. 
*Tis 5trange. 


Mar, Thus, twice before, and jump at this 
dead hour, 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I 
know not; 
But, in the grols and scope of mine opinion, 
This bodes some strange eruption to our estate. 
Mar. Good now, sit down, aud tell me, he 
that knows, 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land? 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war! 
Why auch imprels of ship-wrights, whose sore 
task 
Does not divide the sunday from the week? 
hst might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Dotb make the night joint-Jabourer with te day; 
Who is't, that can inform me? 
Hor. That can I; 
At least, the 1 goes so. Our last king, 
Whose image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
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Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride, 


Dar'd to the combat; in which, our valiant 


Hamiet 

(For so this side of our known world esteem'd 
him) 

Did slay this Foctinbras; who, by a seal'd com- 
pact, 


Well ratify'd by law, and heraldry, 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those bis lands, 

Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conqueror: 

Against the which, a moiety competent 

Was gaged by our king; which had return'd 

To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher; as, by the same co- 
mart, 

And carriage of the article design'd, 

His fell to Hamlet: Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 

Hath in tbe skirts of Norway, here and there, 

Shark'd up a list of landleſs resolutes, 

For food and diet, to some enterprize 

That bath a stomach in't: which is no other 

(As it doth well appear unto our state) 

But to recover of us, by strong band, 

And terms compulsatory, those foresaid lands 

So by his father Jost: And this, I take it, 

Is the main motive of our preparations ; 

The source * _ our watch; and the chief 

ea | 

Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

[Ber. I think, it be no other, but even so: 
Well may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes er through our watch; 80 like the 

In 
That was, and is, the question of these wars. 

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eye. 
In tbe most high and palmy state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
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The graves stood tenantlels, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibbe 
* x 


r in the Roman streets; 
* 


* + * » * 

As stars with trains of ſire and dews of blood; 
Disasters dimm'd the sun; and the moist star, 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 
Was sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 

And even the like precurse of fierce events, — 
As harbingers preceding still the fates, 

And prologue to the omen coming on, — 

Have heaven and carth together demonstrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen, —] 


Re-enter Gnosr. 


But, soft; behold! lo, where it comes again ! 
I'll crols it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion! 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 
Speak to me: 
If there be any good thing to be done, 
'That may to thee do ease, and prace to me, 
Speak to me: 
If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
Which, bappily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak! 
Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Exorted treasure in the womb of earth, 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 
| [Cock crows. 
Speak of it: — stay, and speak. — Stop it, Mar- 
__ cellus. 
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partizan ? 
Hor. Do, if it will uot stand. 
Ber. "lis here! 
Hor. Tis here! 
Mar. Tis gone! | [Exit Ghost. 
We do it wrong, being so majestical, 
Jo offer it the shew of violence; 


Po 
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For it is, as the air, in vulnerable, 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock 

crew. 

Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 
Doth with his lofty and sbrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning, 

+ Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 

The extravagant and erring spirit hies 

To his confine: and of the truth herein 

This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock, 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
This bird of dawning singeth all night long: 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have I heard, and do in part believe 

3 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high castern hill: 
Break we our watch np; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night | 1 
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, | 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him: | 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, | 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? | 
Mar. Let's do't, I pray; and I this morning 1 
know | 
Where we shall find him most convenient. 


; [ Exeung, 
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Nr 


The ame. A Room of State in the ame. 


Enter the King, Queen Hamrtert, Poroniys, LArNTEs, 
VorlTtiIMADD, Corntriius. Lords, and Atten- 
dants. 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's 
death 
The memory be green; and that it us befitied 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole king- 
dom | 
To be contracted in one brow of woe; 
Yet so far bath discretion fought with nature, 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointrels of this warlike state, 
0 Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, — 
| With one auspicious, aud one dropping eye; 
With mirth -in funeral, and with dirge in mar- 
; riage, ; 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 
Taken to wife: nor-have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along: — For all, our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know, young Fortin» 
| bras, — 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth; 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death, 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, — 
Colleagued with this dream of bis advantage, 
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bands of law, 


To | 


To our _ valiant brother. — So much for 
im, 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the businelſs is: We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, — to snppreſs 
His further gait herein; in that the levies, 
The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject: — and we here dispatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway; 
Giving to you no further perzonal power 
To busineſs with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 
Farewel; and let your haste commend your duty. 
Cor. Fol. In that, and all things, will we shew 
our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing; heartily farewel. 
[Exeunt VoLTI MAN D, and Connerius, 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you ? 
You told us of some suit; What is't, Laertes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Daune, 
And lose your voice: What would'st thou be 


Laertes, 5, 


That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What would'st thou have, Laertes ? 
Laer. My dread lord ? 
Your leave and fayour to return to France; 
From whence though willingly I came to Den- 
15 mark, | 
To sbew my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confels, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward 
France, 


Vol. VIII. B 


, 


of! | 
. 
| 
FL 
' 
L 
| 
. 
; 


And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon, 
King. Have you your father's leave? What 
says Polonius ? 
Pol. He bath, my lord, wrung from me my 
slow leave, 
By laboursome petition; and, at last, 
Upon his will 1 seal'd my hard consent: 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 
King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be 
thine, 
And thy best graces: spend it at thy will, — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 
Ham, A little more than kin, and Jeſs than kind, 


[Aside. 
King, How is it that the clouds still hang on 
ou? 
Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i' the 
sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour 
off, | 


And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for eyer, with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust: 
Thou know'st, 'tis common; all, that live, must 
die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 
Ham. Ay, madam, it is common, 
Queen, If it be, 
Why seems it so particular with thee? 
Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not 
seems. 
Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, ; 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, modes, shews of grief, 
That can denote me truly: These, indeed, seem, 
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For they are actions that a man might play: 

But I have that within, which passeth sbew ; 

These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 
King. Tis sweet and commendable in your 

nature, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father: 

But, yon must know, your father lost a father; 

That father lost, lost his; and the survivor bound 

In filial obligation, for some term 

o do obsequious sorrow: But to perséver 

In obstinate condolement, is a course 

Of impious stubbornnels; 'tis unmanly grief: 

It shews a will most incorrect to heaven; 

A heart unfortify'd, or mind impatient; 

An understanding simple and unschool'd: 

For what, we know, must be, and is as com- 

mon 

As any the most vulgar thing to sense, : 

Why sbould we, in our peevish opposition, 

Take it to heart? Fie! 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd; whose common theme 

Is death of fathers, and who $till hath cry'd, 

From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 

This must be so. We pray you, throw to earth 


This 9 woe; and think of us 


As of a fatber: for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne; 
And, with no leſs nobility of love, 

Than that which dearest father bears his son, 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
Jn going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most retrograde to our desire: 

And, we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 


Queen, Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet; | 
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I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Witten- 
erg. 

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, ma- 

dam. 

King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply; 
Be as "a in Denmark, — Madam, come; 
This gentle and unfo: cd accord of Hamlet 
Sits 8miling to my heart: in grace whereof, 

No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great» cannon to the clouds shall tell; 
And the King's rouse the heaven shall brait 
again, 
Re- speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 
[ Exeunt King, Queen, Lords, etc. Por. 
and LAERT. 

"Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would 

melt, 

Thaw, and rcsolve itself into a dew! 

Or that the Everlasting had not hx'd 

His canon Kreft selt-slaughter! O God! O 
Go 

How weary, stale, flat, and nnprofitable 

Seem to me all the uses of this world! 

Fie on't! O fie! 'tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed; things rank, and groſs in 
nature, 

Posseſs it merely. That it should come to this! 

But two months dead! — nay, not so much, 
not two: . 

So excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr: so loving to my mother, 

That he might not beteem tbe winds of heaven 

Visit her face tco roughly. Heaven and earth! 


Must I remember? why, she would hang on 


him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on; Aud yet, within a 
| month, — 
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Let me not think on't; — Frailty, thy name is 
woman! — 

A little month; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she follow'd my poor father's 
body, 

Like Niobe, => tears; — why she, even 
she. —- 

O heaven! a beast, that wants discourse of 

2 reason, 

Would have mourn'd longer, — marry'd with 
my uncle, 

My father's brother; but no more like my 
father, 

Than I to Hercules: Within a mouth; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 

She marry'd: — O most wicked speed, to post 

With such dexterity to inestuous sbeets! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good: 

But break, my heart; for I must hold my 
tongue! 


Enter HonaTio, BEN NSAn DO, and Mäancirus. 
Hor. Hail to vour lordship! 
Ham, IJ am glad to see you well: 
Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 
Hor, The same, my lord, and your poor 
Servant ever, 
Ham. Sir, my good friend; III change that 
name with you, 
And what _ you from Wittenberg, Hora - 
tio? — 


Marcellus? 
Mar. My good lord, — 


Ham, 1 am very glad to see you; good even, 
Kir. 


ut What, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 
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Hor, A truant disposition, good my lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy say 80; 
Nor shall you do mine «ar tbat violence, 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant. 
But what is your affair in Elsjnore ? 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 


Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's / 


funeral. 
Ham, I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow. 
student; 
T think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 


Hor. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. 
Ham, Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd 


f meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
Would I bad met my dearest foe in heaven, 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio! — 


My father, — Metbioks, T see my father. 


Hor. Where, 
1am. My lord? In my mind's eye, Horatio. 
Hor, I saw him once, he was a gocdly king. 
Ham, He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 
Hor, My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham, Saw! who? 
lor. My lord, the king your father, 
Ham. Toe king my father! 
Hor. Season your ailmiration for a while 
With an attent ear; till I may deliver, 
Upon the witneſs of these geutlemen, 
Yhis marvel to you, 
lam. For God's love, let me hear, 
Hor. Two nights together had these gentle- 
| men, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead weist and middle of the night, 
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Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your 
father, 


Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pe, 

Appears before them, and, with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he 
walk'd, | 

By their opprels'd and fear-surprized eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, 
distill'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to. 
me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did; 
And 1 with them, the third night, kept the 
watch: 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and 
good, 
The apparition comes: I knew your father; 
These+ hands are not more like. 
Ham, But where was this ? 
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watob'd. | 
Ham. Did you not speak to it? 
Hor. My lord, I did; 
But answer made it none: yet once, methought, 
It lifted up its bead, and did addreſs 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak: 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud; 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 
And vanish'd from our sight. 
Ham. "Tis very ũ strange. 
Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, tis 
true; | 
And we did think it writ down in our duty, 
To let you know of it. . | 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles 
me. 
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Hold you the watch to-night? 
All. We do, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, say you? 
All. Arm'd, my lord. 
Ham, From top to toe? 


All. My lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then saw you not 


Hor. His face, O, yes, my lord; he wore his 
beaver up. 
Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 
Hor. A countenance more 
In sorrow than in anger. 
Ham, Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham. And fix' bis eyes upon you? 
Hor. Most constantly. 
Ham. I would, I had been there. 


Hor+ It would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like, 


Very like: Stay'd it long ? 
Hor. While one with moderate haste 
Might tell a hundred. 
Mar. Ber. Longer, Jonger. 
Hor. Not when I sau it. | 
Ham, His beard was grizzl'd? no? 


Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver'd. 


Ham. T will watch to-night; 
Perchance, *twill walk again. 
Hor. I warrant, it will. 

Ham. Tf it assume my noble father's person, 
T']l speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 
And bid me hold my peace, I pray you all, 


If you bave bitherto conceaPd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still; 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue; 

I will requite your loves: So, fare you well: 
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Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
]'ll visit you. | | 

All. Our duty to yonr honour. 
Ham, Your. loves, as mine to you: Farewel. 


[ Ezeunt Hon. Man. and Brn, 
My father's spirit in arms! all is not well; 


] doubt some foul play: would the night were 


come! 
Till chen sit still, my soul: Foul deeds will 
rise, | 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's 
eyes. | [Extt, 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Polonius* House. 


Enter LAERNRTES, and Or nE IA. 


Laer. My necessaries are embark'd; farewel: 
And, sister, as the winds give beneſit, 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 
But let me hear from you. 


Oph. Do you doubt that? 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his 
favour, | 
Hold it a fashion, end a toy in blood; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 


The perfume and suppliance of a minute; 
No more. 


Oph. No more but 80? 

Laer. Think it no more: 
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
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Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you 
now; 

And now no soil, nor cantel, doth besmirch 

The virtue of his will: but, you must fear, 

Vis greatneſs weight, his will is not his owng 

Yor he bimself is subject to his birth: 

He may not, as nuvalued persons do, 

Carve for himself: for on his choice depends 

The safety and the health of the whole state; 

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd 

Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 

Whereof he is the head; Then if he says, he 
loves yon, 

Tt fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 

As he in bis particular act and place 

May give his saying deed; which is no further, 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh what lols your == he may 
sustaln, 

If with too credent ear you list his songs; 

Or lose your heart; or your chaste treasure 
open 

To his unmaster'd importnnity. 

Fear it, Ophelis, fear 'it, my dear sister; 

And keep you in the rear of your affection, 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

Tf she unmask her beauty to the moon: 

Virtue itself scapes not calumnions strokes: 

The cagber galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttous be disclos'd; 

And in tne morn and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blastments ae most imminent. 

Be wary then: best safety lies in fear; 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph. I sball the effect of this good lesson 

keep | 
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As watchman to my heart: Bots gons; my bro- 
ther, 


Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. | 
Shew me the steep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilst, like a puit'd. and reckleſs libertine, 


Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not bis own read. 
Loer. O, fear me not. 


I stay too long; — But bee my father comes, 


Enter 1 


A double blessing is a double grace; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 
Fol. Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for 
shame; 
The wind sits in the sboulder of your sail, 
And you are staid for: There, — my ang 
with you; 
[la yi- g his hand on Laertes' head, 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look tbou character, Give thy thoughts no 
tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new -hatch'd, unſledg'd comrade. Be- 
ware 
Of entrance to a, quarrel; but, being in, 
Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee, 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice: 
Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judg- 
| ment. 
Costly thy babit as thy purse can buy, 
But not exprels'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy; 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man; 
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And. they 'in France, of the best rank and 
| station, 


Are of a most select and generons chief, in 


that. 
Neither a borrower, ror a lender be: 
Yor loan oft loses both itself and friend; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry, 
This above all, — To thine ownself be true; 
And it must follow, ss the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell; my blessing season this in thee! 


Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my 
lord. 


Pol. The time invites you; go, your servants 


tend. 


Laer. Farewell, Ophelia: and remember well 


What I have said to you. | 

- Opk. "Tis in my memory lock'd, 

And you yourself chall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [Exit LAxxrxs. 


Pol. What wh Ophelia, he bath said to 
N | 
Oph. So please you, something touching the 
lord Hamlet, | 
Pol. Marry, well bethought: 
"Tis told me, he bath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and 
bounteous : 
Tf it be so, (as so 'tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution,) I must tell you, 
You do not understand yourself so clearly, 
As it behoves my wry ek and your honour: 
What is between yon? give me up the truth. 
Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many 
tenders 
Of bis affection to me. 
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Pol. Affection? puh! you speak like a green 


1 
Unfifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 
Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should 
think. 
Pol. Marry, I' teach you: think yourself a 
baby ; 
That you have nai these tenders for trne pay, 
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more 
| dearly ; 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Wronging, it thus,) you'll tender me a fool. 
Opli. 8 he hath impörtun'd me with 
ove, 
In honourable fashion. 
Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go 
to. 
Oph. And bath given countenance to his 
speech, my lord, 
With almost all the holy vows of heaven, 
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do 
know, 
When tbe blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows: these blazes, daughter, 
Giving mod. aka than beat, — extinct in 
| both, , 
Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 
You must not take for fire. From this time, 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, That he is young; 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you: In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows: for they are brokers 
Not of that dye which their investments shew, 
But mere implorators of unholy suits, | 
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Breathing like canctified and pious honds, 

The betier to begzuile. This is for all, — 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time 

forth, 

Have you so vlander any moment's leisure, 

As to give werds or talk with the lord Hamlet. 

Look to't, I charge you; come your ways. 
Oph. I shall obey, my lord. -  [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


The Pl atf, om. 


Enter Hamrter, Horatio, and MaAncrrrus. 


Ham. The air bites shrewdly; it is very 
cold. 
Hor, It is a nipping and an eager air. 
Ham, What hour now? 
Hor. 1 think, it Jacks of twelve. 
Mar. No, it 1s struck. 
Hor, Ladeed? I heard it not; it then draws 
near the season, 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 
LA jlourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot 
| off, within, 
What does this wean, my lord? 
Ham, The king doth wake to-night, and takes 


his rouse, 
Keeps wassel, and the swaggering up- spring 
reels; : 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish 
down, 


The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 
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Hor. Is it a custom? 
Ham. Ay, marry, 1s't; 
But to my mind, — thongh I am native here, 
And to the manuer horn, — it is a custom 
More bonour'd in the breach, than the obsery- 
ance. 
This heayy-headed revel, east and west, 

Makes us traduc'd, ard tax'd of other nations: 
They clepe us, drunkards, and with swiuish 
phrase | 

Soil our addition; and, indeed it takes 

Fiom our atchievements, though perform'd at 
height, 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it changes in particular men, 

That, for some vicious mole of nature in them, 

As, in their birth, (wbereia they are not guilty, 

Since nature cannot choose bis origin,) 

By the o'er-growth of some complexion, 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of rea- 
SON ; | 

Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens 

The form of plausive manners; — that these 
men, — 

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect; 

Being nature's Jivery, or fortune's star, — 

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace, 


As infinite as man may undergo,) 


Shall in the general censure take corruption 
From that particular fault: The dram of base 


Doth all the noble substance of worth. dout, 
To his own scandal. 


Enter Ghost, 


Hor. Look, my lord, it comes! 


Ham, Angels and ministers of grace defend 
US, == 
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Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with _ airs from heaven, or blasts from 
| hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape, 
That I will speak to thee; I'll call thee, Ham- 
let, 


King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me: 


Let me not burst in ignorance! but tell, 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death, 
Have burst their cerements! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we 8aw thee quietly in-urn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
To cast thee up again? What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature, 
So borridly to shake our disposition, 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our 
, Souls? 
Say, why 1s ro wherefore? what should we 
0 

Hor. Tt beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
Jo you alone. 


Mar. Look, with what courteous action - 
It waves you to a more removed ground: 
But do not go with it. 

Hor, No, by no means, 

Ham. It will not speak; then I will follow 

It. 8: 

Hor, Do not, my lord. 

Ham, Why, what should be the fear? 
I do not set my life at a pin's fee; 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again; — PI follow it. 


Hor. 


* 
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Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, 
| my lord, | 

Or to the dreadfnl summit of the cliff, 

That beetles o'er his base into the sea? 

And, there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of rea- 
son, | 

And draw you into madneſs? think of it: 
The very place puts toys of desperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 
And hears it roar beneath, 
Ham. It waves me 8till;: — 
Go on, I'll follow thee, 
Mar. You sbell not go, my lord. 
Iam. Hold off your hands. 
Hor. Be rul'd, you shall not go. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As bardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. — 
| [ Ghost beckons. 
Still am I call'd; — unhand me, gentlemen; — 
DI [Breaking from them, 
By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets 
me; — 
I say, away: -— Go on, — III follow thee, 
| [Exeunt Ghost, and HAurET. 


Hor, He waxes desperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let's follow; 'tis not fit thus to obey 


- 


him, 

Hor. Have after: — To what issne will this 
come? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of 
Denmark. 

Hor. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [ Exeunt. 
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Would harrow up thy soul; 
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S CE N E V. 


i 


A more remote Part of the Platform. 


Re-enter Ghost, and HAMLET. 


Iam. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak, I'II 
go no further, | 
Ghost. Mark me. 
Ham. I will. 
Hhost. My hour is almost come, 
When ? to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 
Ham. Alas, poor ghost! 
Chost. Pity me uot, but lend thy serious 
hearing | 
To what IT shall unfold. 
Ham, Sneak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou 
sbalt hear. | 
Ham. What? | 
Ghost. Lam thy father's spirit; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 
And, ſor the day, confin'd to fast in fires, - 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of 
nature, 


Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am 


forbid 


To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 


I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
— thy young 


"== 


bloo 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 
spheres; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to stand on end, 
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Like quills upon the fretſul porcupine : 

But this eternal biazon must not be 

lo ears of Gogh and blood: — List, list, 0 

list! — 
If thou qid'st ever thy dear father love, — 
Ham. O heaven! 
Chest. Nerenge bis foul and most unnatural 
muf der. 

Ham, Murder ? 

Chest. Murder most foul, as in the best it 
183 

But this most foul, stange, and unnatural. 
lam. llaste me to know itz that I, with 

wings as swift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost, I find thee apt; 
ties be than the fat weed 

That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 

Would'st thou not stir in this. Now, IIamlet, 

| hear : 

'Tis given out, that, sleeping in my orchard, 

A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Den- 

mark 

Is by a forged proceſs of my death 

Rankly abus'd: but know, thou noble yonth, 

The serpent, that did sting thy fatber's life, 

Now wears his crown. | | 
Jam. O, my prophetick soul! my uncle? 
Ghost, Ay, 4 incestuous, that. adulterate 

beast, 

With witchcraft of his wit, with traiterous 

ifts, 

(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 

So to 8educe!) won to bis shameful lust 

The will of my most seeming-virtuons queen: 

O, Hamlet, what 2 falling-off was there! 

From me, whose love was of thet diguity, 
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'That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
F made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine! | 

But virtue, as it never will be moy'd, 


Though lewdnels court it in a shape of heaven; 


So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd, 

\Will sate itself ia a celestial bed, 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! methinks, I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be: — Sleeping within mine 
orchard, | 

My custom always of the afternoon, 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed bebenon in a vial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 

The leperons distilment; whose effect 

Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 

That, swift as quick -silver, it courses through 

The natmal gates and alleys of the body; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset - 

And curd, like eager Croppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood: so did it mine; 

And a most instant teiter bark'd about, 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd: 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

UnhouseVd, disappointed, unaneVd; | 

No reckoning made, but 8eot to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head: 

O, horrible! O, horrible! most horrible! 

If chou bast nature in thee, bear it not; 

Liet not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive - 
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Against thy mother aught; leave her to beaven, 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick aud sting her. Fate thee well at 
once! q 

The glow-worm shews the matin to be near, 

And *gins to pale his uncffectual lire ; 

Adieu, adieu, adien! remember me. [E.ir, 


Ham. O all you host of heaven! O earth! 


What elze? 

And shall I couple hell? — O fie! — Hold, 
bold, my heart; 

And you, my s1news, grow not instant old, 

But bear me stilily up! — Remember thee? 

Ay, thou poor phost, while memory holds a 
Seat 

In this distracted globe. Remember thee 

Vea, from the table of my memory 

I'n wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 

That youth and observation copied there; 

Aud thy commandment all alone shall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix'd with baser matter: yes, by heaven. 

0 most pernicious woman!“ 

O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain! 

My tables, — meet it is, L 8et it down, 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a vil- 
lain; 

At least, I am sure, it may be so ia Denmark: 

. | (uit ing. 


So, uncle, there you are, Now to my word; 


It is, Adieu, adieu] remember me. 
I have sworn it. 


. 


Hor. within.) My lord, my lord, — 
Mar. | within.) Lord Hamlet, — 

| Tlor. [withia,] Heaven secure him! 
IIam. So be it! | 


38 en. 


Mar. ſwithin.] Uo, ho, ho. my lord! 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 


Enter Horatio, and Mancrruus. 


Mar. How is't, my noble lord? 

Ilor. What news, my lord? 

Ham, O, wonderiv]! 

Hor. Good my lord, teln it. Wo. 

om. No; 
You will reveal it. 

JJor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor |: my lord, 

Ham, How say you then; would heart of 
| man once think it? — 
But you'll he secret, — 

Hor. Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

lam. There's ne'er a villain, FEY, in all 

Denmark, 

But he's an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come 

| from the grave, |; 

To tell us this.“ | 

Ham. Why, right; you ere in the right; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
] hold it fit, that we sbake bands, and part: 
You, as your businels, and desire, shall point 
. 527 Ou 3 — ; » 
For every man hath hasineſs, and desire, 
Such as it is, — and, for my own poor part, 
Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor, These are but wild and whicling words, 

my lord: | 

Ham, I am sorry they offend. you, heartily ; 
Yes 'ſaith; heartily, 

Hor. There's no offence, my lord. 

Ham, Yes, by saint Patrick, but there ! is, "IF 

ratio, 
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And much offence too. Touching this vision 

here, — 

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you: 

For your desire to know what is between us, 

O'er-master it as you may. And now, good friends, 

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 

Give me one poor request. 

Hor. Wat is't, my lord? we will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have 
Seen to night. 

Hor. Mar My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear it. 

Hor. In faith, 

My lord, not I. 

Mar, Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my »ward. 

Iſlam. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Iam. Indeed, upon my sword, ideal. 

C host. [beneath.] Swear. 

Ilam. Ha, ha, boy! say'st thou 80? art thou 
there, true-peuny? 

Come on, — you hear this fellow in the cel 

larage, — | 

Consent to swear. 

Ilor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

llam. Never to speak of this that you have 

deen, 

Swear by my sword.“ 

.Ghost. [beneath Swrear. 

Ilam. Hic et ubique? then we'll shift our 

round ; — 

Come bither, gentlemen, 

Aud lay your hands again upon my sword; 

Swear by my sword, 

Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Ghost. [heneath} Swear by his sword. 
Ham, Well said, old mole! can'st work re 

earth so fast? 


A worthy pioneer! — Once more remove, good 

friends. 
Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous 
| strange! | | 
Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it 

welcome. __ 
There are more things in heaven and earth, 
Horatio, | 

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But come; — 

Here, os before, never, 80 bet you mercy ! 

How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself, 

As J, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 

To put an antick disposition on, — 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall, 

With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some donbtful phrase, 

As, Well, well, we knou:; — or, We could, an i 

we would 5 — or, If we list to pcak; — or, There 

be, an 1 they might ; — 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 

That you know aught of me: This do swear, 

So grace and mercy at your most need help 

ou! | 
Ghost. [beneath] Swear. 8 
Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! — So, gen- 
tlemen, | 

With all my love I do commend me to you: 

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 

May do, to expreſs his love and friending to 

ou, 

God willing, sball not lack. Let us go in 

; together; 

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint; — 0 cursed spight! 

That ever I was born to set it right! — ,* 

Nay, come, let's go together. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Room in Polonius's IIouse. 


Enter PorloNfus and NETN ATL no. 


Pol. Give him this money, and these notes, 
Reynaldo. 
Rey. J will, my lord. 
Pol. You ball do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, 


Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of bis behaviour. 


Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 
Pol. Marry, well said: very well said. Look 
you, sir, 
Inquire me ſirst what Danskers are in Paris; 
And how, and who, what meaus, apd where 
they keep, | 
What company, at what expence; and finding, 
By this encompassmeut and drift of question, 
That they do kuow my son, come you more 
nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it: 
Take you, as 'twere some distant knowledge of 
im; 


As thus, — I know his finder, and his jr iends, 
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And, in part, him; — Do you mark this, Rey- 
naldo.? 
Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 
Pol. And, in part, him; — but, you may 8ay, 
— not well ; | 
But, if't be he I mean, he's very wild; 
Addicted 50 and 50; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please; marry, none $0 
| rank 
As may dishonour him; take heed of that; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual glips, 
As are companioas noted aud most known 
To youth and liberty. 
Rey. As gaming, my lord. 
Pol. Ay, or drinking, feucing, swearing, quar- 
| relling, a 
Dral-bing: — You may go 50 far. 
Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 
Pol. Faith, no; as you may season it in the 
charge. | 
You must not put another scandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency; 
That's not my meaning: but breathe his fanlts 
$0 quaiutiy, 
That they may seem the taints of liberty: 
The flash and 'ont-break of a firy mind; 
A savapeneſs in unreclaimed blood, 
Of genersl assault. 
Rey. But, my good lord. — | 
PY. Wherefore should you do this? 
Rey. Ay, my Jord, | 
I would know that. 
Pol. Marry, vir, here's my drift; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant: 
You laying these slight sullies on my son, 
As *"twere a thing a little soil'd i' the working, 
Mark you, 
Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
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Having ever seen, ind the prenominate crimes, 
The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd, 
He closes with you in this consequence: 
Good sir, or so; or friend, or gentleman, — 


Accordiog to the phrase, ur the addition, 
Of mau, and country. 


hey. Very good, my lord. 


Pol. And then, sir, does be this, — He does — 
What was I about to say? — By the mals, I 


was about to ay something: — Where did I 
leave? 


Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 


marry g 


He closes with you thus: 
tleman ; 

I sau him yesterday, or t other day, 

Or then, or then; with such, or such; 
You SAY, 

There was he gaming; 
runde; 

There falling out at tennis; or, perchance, 

] saw him enter Such a house o 


5 sale, 
(Videlicet, a brothel). or so forth. — See you 
now ; 


Your bait of falsebood takes this carp of truth: 
And thns do we of wisdom and of reach, 
With windlaces, and with assays of bias, 
By indirections 6nd directions out; 
So, by my former lecture and advice, 
Shall you my 28 You bave me, have you 
not 

Rey. My lard, I have. 

Pol. God be wi'you; fare you well. 

Rey. Good my lord, — 

Pol. Observe his inclination i in yourself. 


Rey. I hall, my lord. 


— I know the gen- 


and, as 


there o'ertook in his 
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Pol. And let him ply his. musick. 
Rey. Woll, my lord. [Exit, 


Euter Oru gr. 1A. 


Pol. Farewel! — How now, Ophelia? what's 
the matter? 
Op. O, wy lord, my lord, 1 have been 30 
1 aſfrighted ! f 
Pol. With what, in tbe name of heaven? 
Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my 
closet, 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac'd; 
No hat upon his head; his stockings foub'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle; _ 
Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each 
other; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 
As if be had been loosed out of hell, 
To sneak of horrors, — he comes before me, 
Pol. Mad for thy love? 
Opli. My lord, f do not know; 
But, truly, 1 do fear it. 
Pol. What said he? | 
Oyhi. He e me by the wrist, and held me 
lard ; 
Then goes be to the length of all his arm; 
And, with his other band thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such peruzal of my face, 
As he would diaw it, Long stay'd he 80; 
At last, — a little sbaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waying up and 
down, — 
He rais'd a sigh so pitcous and profound, 
As it did seem to shatter all bis bulk, 
And end his being: That done, he lets me go: 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn'd, 
He seem'd to find bis way without his eyes; 
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For ont o'doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 
Pol. Come, go with me; I will go seek the 
king. | 
This is the vey ecstasy of love; 
Whose violent property foredoes itself. 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 
As oft as any passion under heaven, 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry, — 
Vhat, have you given him any hard words of 
0 late? 
Oph. No, my good lord; but, as you did 
| command, N 
J did repel his letters, and deny'd 
His accels to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 
I am sorry, that with better heed, and judg- 
ment, | 
1 bad not quoted him: I fear'd he did but 
"Tris, 
And meant to wreck thee; but, beshrew my 
jealousy ! | 
It seems, it is as wy ves to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king: 
This must be known; which, being kept close, 
might move 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 
Come. ; | | [ Exeunt. 
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. 
A Room in the Castle. 


Enter King, Queen, Rosencaantz, GuitDENSTERY, 
and Attendauts, 


King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guil- 
denstern! ro 
Moreoyer that we much did long to see you, 
The need, we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation; 0 I call it, 
Since nor the exteiior: nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was: What it should be, 
More than 1 father's death, that thus bath put 
im Wa 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
J cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 
That, — being of so young days brought up 
with him: | "os 
And, since, so neighbour'd to his youth and 
humour, — 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time: so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures; and to gather, 
So much as from occasion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him 
thus, 
That, open'd, lies within our remedy, 
Queen, Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd 
of you; 
And, sure I ok two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please 
you he 
To shew us so much gentry, and good will, 
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As to expend your time with us a while, 

For the supply and profit of our bope, 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 

As fits a king's remembrance. 

Ros. Both your majesties 

Might by the sovereign power you have of us, 

Pat your dread pleasures more into command 

Than to entreaty. 

Guil. But we both obey; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 

To lay our service freely at your feet, 

To be commanded. | TH _ 
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guil- 
| denstern, TE? | 
Queen, Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle Ro- 

sencrantz: 

And J beseech you instantly to visit 

My too much changed son. — Go, some of 
you, | 

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is, 
Guil, Heavens' make our presence, and our 

practices, 

Pleasant and helpful to him! 

Queen, Ay, amen! 


[Exeunt Ros. Gurt. and Some Attendants, 


Enter, Po LON Tus. 


Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good 
lord, | 


Are joyfully return'd. | 
King, Thon still hast been the father of good 
ä news. 
Pol. Have * my lord? Assure you, my good 
1ege, | | 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious king: 
And I do think, (or else this brain of mine 


IIunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us'd to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlat's lunacy. 
King. O, speak of that; that do J long to 
car. | : 
Pol. Give first admittance to the embassa- 
ALES dors; "34 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast, 
King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring 
5 them in. [Exit Porowtvs. 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distem- 
h per. | 
neen. ] doubt, it is no other but the main; 
His father's death, and our o'er- hasty marriage. 


Re-enter Poroxivs, with VorniimaxD, and 
| ConnEtLIiUs. 


King. Well, we $ball sift bim. — Welcome, 
my good friends! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Nor- 
” way ? 
Volt, Most fair return of greetings, and de- 
s ires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to supprels 
His nephew's levies; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
- It was against your highneſs: Whereat 
7 griev'd, — 
That so his sickneſs, age, and impotence, 
Was falsely borne in hand, — sends ont ar- 
rests . 
On Fortinbras; which he, in brief, obeys; 
Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty, 


Whereon 
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Whereon old Norway, overcome wich joy, 
Gives him thite thousand crowus in annual 
| fee; 
And his commission, to employ those soldiers, 
So levied as before, against the Polack: 
With an eutreaty, berein further $hewn, 
gives a paper. 
That it might please yon to give quiet paſs 
Through your dominions for this enterprize; 
On such regards of safety, aud allowance, 
As therein are set down. 
King. It likes us well; 
And, at our more consider'd time, we'll read, 
Answer, and think upon this businels. 
Mean tine, we thank you for your well - took 
labour: 
Go to your rest; at night we'll feast together: 
Most welcome home! 


[Exeunt Vor I MAN D, and CoRN NA. ius. 


Pol. This busineſs is well ended. 

My liege, aud madam, to expostulate 

What majesty should be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night, night, and time is 
time, 

were nothing but to waste night, day, and 
time. 

Therefore, — since brevity is the soul of wit, 

And tediousnelſs the limbs aud outward flou- 
rishes. — 

I will be brief: Your noble son is mad: 

Mad call I it; for, to divine true madneſs, 

What is't, but to be nothing else but mad: 

But let that go. 

Queen. More matter, with lels art, 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true: 'tis true, 'tis pity; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true: a foolish figure; 

Vol. VIII. 1 
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But farewel it, for I will use no art. 


rant bim then: and now remains, 
out the cause of this effect; 


Or, rather «ay, the cause of this defect; 
For this effect, defective, comes by cause: 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpeud, 
I bave a daughter; have, while zhe is mine; 
Who, in ber duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this; Nov gather, aud surmise. 
— To the celestial, and my soul's idol, the most 
beautifed Ophelia, — 
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase; beautify'd is a 
vile phiase; but you shall Lear, — Thus: 
In her excellent white bosom, these, etc. — 
Oueen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
Pol. Good madam, stay a while; I will be 
faithful, — 


Doubt thou, the stars are fire; [reads, 
Doubt, thut the sun doth move: 

Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt, I love. 


O dear Ophelia. Jam ill at these numbers; [ 
have not art to reckon my groans: but that I love 
thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu. 


Tline ever more, most dear lady, whilst this 
machine is to him, Hamlet. 


This, in obedience, hath my daughter sbewn 
me; 
Aud more above, hath his solicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear. 
King. But how hath she 
Receiy'd his love? 
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Pol. What do you think of me? 


King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove 80. But what might 
you think, 
When I had seen this bot love on the wing, 
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 
Or my dear majenty your queen hers, think, 
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book; _ 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb; 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight; 
What might you think? no, I went round to 
work, 
And my young mistrels thus I did bespeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere 
This must not be: and then I prescripts gave 
her, 
That she should Jock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice; 
And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,) 
Fell into a sadneſs; then into a fast; 
Thence to a wetch; thence into a4 weakneſs; 
Thence to a lightneſs; and, by this declension, 
Into the madnels wherein now he raves, 
And all we mourn for, | 
King. Do you think, tis this? 
Ouzen, It may be, very likely. I 
Pol. Hath there been such a time; (I'd falu 
| | know that,) | 
That 1 have positively said, *Tis 50, 
When it prov'd otherwise? 
King. Not that I Know. 3 | 
Pol. Take this from this, if this be other- 
wise: 
| (pointing to his head and Shoulder, 
Tf circumstances lead me, I will find | 
Where truth is hid, though it were bid indeed 
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Within the centre. 
King. How may we try it further? 


Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four 
| hours together, 
Here in the lobby. 


Queen. So he does, indeed. 


Pol. At such a time I'll lose my daughter to 


him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then; 
Mark the encounter; if he love her not, 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm, and carters. 
King, We will try it. 


Enter HAM LET, reading, 


Queen, But, lock, where sadly the poor wretch 

comes reatling. 

Pol. Away, Ido besteech you, both away ; 

T1 board bim piesently: — O, give me leave, — 
[/Lcount King, Queen, and Attendauts, 
How does my good lord Hamlet? 

Ilam, Well, god-"a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord? 

Hum, ULxcellent well; you are a ſishmonger. 

Fol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so houest a 
man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord? | 

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes, 
is to be one man pick'd out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 
dog. eng a god, kissing carrion, — Have you a 
daughter 

Pol. I have, my lord. 
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Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun: conception 
is a blessing; but as your daughter may conceive, 
— friend, look to't. 

Jol. How say you by that? [Heide.] Still harp— 
ing on wy daughter: — yet he knew me not at 
hst, he valid, I was a ſishmonger: He is far gone, 
far gone: and, troly, in my youth Lsuffer'd much 
extiemity for love; very near ti. is. lei speak to 
bim again. — What do you read, my lord? 

Mom. V ords, wo:d;, words! 

Pol. What is the Er; my lord ? 

Ham. Between who? 

Pot. 1 ws au, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sig: for the satiiical rogue says 
tee, that old men have grey beards; that their 
faces ate wrinkled ; 3 their eyes purging thick am- 
ber, and plumtice gums; and that they have a 
Jentiinl lack of wit, togzther with most weak 
EEE Al! which, sir, though most powerfully 
1d potently believe, yet L hold it not honesty to 
have it thus set down: for yourself, sir, shall 
grow as old as J om, if, like a crab, you could go 
bac! ' yard, 

Pol. Though this be madneſs, yet there's me- 
thod in't. [Aside, 
Wi you, walk ont of the air, my lord? 

Ham. into my grave? 

Pol. Juiced, that is out o' the air, — How 
Driegnaut sometimes TIED replies are! a happineſs 
tliat often madunels bits on, which reason and sa- 
nity could not so prosperously he deliver'd of. I 
will leave him, and suddenly contrive the means 
of meeting between him and my daughter. — My 
Lonourable lord, I will most humbly take my 
leave of vou. : 

Ham, You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that will more willingly part withal; except my 
life, except my liſe, except my life. 
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Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 
Ham. These tedious old fools! 


Enter RoguncraAnTz, and GUilLDExSTERN. 


Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet; there 
he is. 

Ros. God save you, sir! [to Pol. Exit Pol. 

Guil. My honour'd lord! — 

Ros. My most dear lord! — 5 

Ham, My u excellent good friends! How dost 
thou, Guildenstern ? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, 
how do ye both? 


Ros. As the indifferent children of the eartb. 


Guil, Happy, in that we are not over-happy; 
On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham, Nor the soles of her shoe? 

Ros, Neither, my lord, 

Ham, Then you live about ber waist, or in the 
middle of her favours ? 


Guil. Faith, her privates we. 


Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? O, most 
true; she is a strumpet. What news? 

Ros, None, my lord; but that the world's 

rown honest. 

Ham. Then is dooms-day near; But your news 
is not true. Let me question more in particular: 
Vhat have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
hands of fortune, that she sends yqu to prison 
bither? 

Guil. Prison, my lord! 

Ham, Denmark's a prison, 

Ros. Then is the world one, 

Ham, A goodly one; in which there are many 
cophnes, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being 
4 one of the worst. 

1 Ros, We think not 80, my lord. 
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Ham. Why, thea 'tis none to you; for there 
is nothing either good or bed, hut thinking makes 
it so: to me it is a prison. 

Ros. Why, then your ambition makes it one; 
'tis too narrow for your mind. 

ilam. O God! 1 could bs bounded in a nutsbell, 
ond count myself a king of infinite space; were 
it not that | have bad dreams. 

Cuil. Which dreams, indeed, sre ambition; for 
the very substance of the ambitious is merely the 
sha dow of a dream, | 

Ham. A dream itself is but n shadow, 

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of 80 airy and 
ligbt a quality, that it is but a sbadow's shadow. 

Hom. Then are our begoars, bodies; and our 
monarchs, aud out-stretch'd heroes, the beggars" 
shadows: Shall we to the court? for, by my fay, 
I cannot reason. 

Ras. Guil, We'll wait upon you. 

lam. No such matter: I will not sort you with 
the rest of my servants; for, to speak to you like 
an honest man, I am mast dicadfully attended. 
But, in the beaten way of friendship, what make 
you at Elsinore ? 

Ros. To visit you, my lord; no other occasion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 
thanks; but | thank you: and sure, dear friends, 
my thanks are too L. a balf- penny. Were 
you not sent for? Is it your own inclining? Is it 
a free visitation? Come, come; deal justly with 
me: come, come; nay, speak. 

Cuil. What should we gay, my lord? 

Ham. Any thing — but to the purpose. You 
were sent for; and there is a kind of confession 
in your looks, which your modesties bave not 
craft enough to colour: I kuow, the good king 
and queen bave tent for you. 

Ros. To what end, iy lord? 
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Hom, That you must teach me. But let me 
conjuie you, by the rights of our fellowship, by 
the consonancy of our youth, by the obligation 
of our ever-preeervel love, and by what more 
dear a better proposer could charge you withal, 
be even sud direct with me, whether you were 
sent fur, or no? 


Ros. What sey you ? | [to Guil. 


Ham. Nav, then have an eye of you; [Asidle.] 
— if you love me, hold not off. 


Cuil. Ny lord, we were sent for. 


Ham. T will tell yon why; so shall my antici- 
pation prevent your discovery, and your secrecy 
to the king aud queen mont no feather, I have 
of late, (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my 
mirth, forgone all custom of exercises: and, in- 
deed, it goes so heavily with my disposition, that 
tbis goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a steril 

romontory; this most excelient canopy, the air, 
Fook you, this brave o'er-hanging firmament, this 
majestical roof frette! with golden fire, why, it 
appears no other thing to me, than a foul and pes- 
tilent congregation of vapours. What a piece of 
Work is a man! How noble in reason! how infi- 
nite in facnlties! in form, and moving, how ex- 
preſs and admirable! in action, how like an angel! 
in apprehension, how like a god! the beauty of 
the world! the paragon of animals! And yet, to 
me, What is this quint-essence of dust? man de- 
lights not me, — nor woman neither; though, 
by your smiling, you seem to say so. 

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff in my 
thoughts. 


Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said, 
Man delights not me? — 

Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, what lenten entertainment the players sball 
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receive from you: we coted them on the way; 
and hither are they coming, to offer you service. 


Hom. He that plays the king, sball be wel- 
come; his majesty shell have tribute of me: the 
adventurgus knight shall use his los!, and target 4 
the lover sball not sigh gratis; the humorous man 
shall end his part in prac: the clown shall make 
those laugh, Whose longs are tichled o' the sere; 
and the lady shall sey her mind freely, or the 
blank verse shall balt foi't. — What players are 
they ? 


Kos. Even those you were wont to take such 
delight in, the tragedians of the city. 


Ham. How chances it, they travel? their resi- 
dence, both in reputation and profit, was better 
both ways. i 


Ros. I think, their inhibition comes by the 
means of the late innovation. 


Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they 
did when I was in the city? Are they so fol- 
low'd ? : | 

Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham. low comes it? Do they grow rusty ? 

ys. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace: But therc is, sir, an aiery of childien, lit- 
tle eyases, that cry out on the top of question, 


and are most tyrannically clapp'd for't: these are 


now the fasbion; and so berattle the common 
stages, (so they call them) that many, wearing 
rapiers, are afraid of goose quills, and dare scarce 
come thither. | 

Ham, What, ate they children? Who maintains 
them? how are they escoted? Will they pursye 
the quality no longer than they can sing? will 
they not say afterwards, if they should grow 
themselves to common players, (as it is most like, 
if their means are no better,) their writers do 
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them wrong, to make them exclaim against their 
own successton? 


Ros. Faith, there has been much todo on both 
sides; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre 
them on to controversy: there was, for a while, 
no money bid for argument, unleſs the poet aud 
the player went to cuffs in the question. 


Ham. Is it possible? 


Guil. O, there has been much throwing about 


of brains. 
Ham, Do the boys carry it awsy? 


Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules and 
his losd too. 


Ham. It is not very strange: for my uncle is 
king of Denmark: and those, that would make 
mouths at him while my father lived, give twenty, 
forty, fifty, an honoured ducats a- piece, for his 
picture in little. Sblood, there is something in 
this more than natural, if pbilosopby conld find 
it out. [Flourish of trumpets within. 


Guil. There are the players. 


Ham Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. 
Your hands, Come then: the appurtenance of 
welcome 1s fashion and ceremony : let me comply 
with you in this garb: leet my extent to the 
players, wbich, I tell you, mast shew fairly out- 
werd, should more appear like entertainment than 
yours, You are welcome: but my uncle-father, 
and sunt- mother, are deceived. | 


Guil. Jn what, my dear lord? 


Ham. J am but mad north. north west: when 
the wind is southerly, I kaow a hawk from a 
hand - saw. 
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Enter PO oOo S Ius. 


Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark yon, Guildenstern; — and you too; 
— at each ear a hearer: that great baby, you see 
there, is not yet out of his 8wailling-clouts, 

Ros. Tiapily, bes the second time come to 
them; for, they say, an old mau is twice a child. 

Ham, I will prophesy, be comes to tell me of 
the players; mark it, — You say right, sir: o' 
monday morning; 'twes then, indeed, 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. | 

Ham. My lord, | have news to tell yon, When 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, — 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Bam. Buz, buz! 

Pol. Upon my honour, — 

Ham. Then came each actor on his aſs, — 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for 
trazedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comi- 
cal, historical-pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical- 
comical, historical-pastoral, scene individable, or 
poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor 
Plavtus too light. For the law of writ, and the 
liberty, these sre the only men. | 

Ham. O Jeptha, judge of Israel, — what a trea- 
sure badst thou! 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord? 

Ham. Why, — One fair daughter, and no more, 

The which he loved passing well, 
Pol, Still on my daughter, [.side. 


Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jepthe? 

Pol. If you call me Jeptha, my lord, I have a 
daughter, that I love patsiag well, 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my Yord ? 


— 
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Ham. Why, As by lot, God wot, and then, vou 
know, It came to heſe, As most like it was, — The 
ſirst row of the pious chanson will sbew you 
more, for look, my abridgment comes. 


Enter four or five Players. 


You ere welcome, masters; welcome, all: — T am 
glad to see thee well: — welcome, good friends. 
— O, old friend! Why, thy face is valanccd since 
] 5saw thee last; Com'st thou to beard me in Den- 
mark? — What! my young lady and mistress! 
By -'r-lavy, your ladyship is nearer to heaven, 
tau when [saw you last, by the altitude of a 
ci:opine. Pray God, your voice, like a piece of 
uucurient gold, be not crack'd within the ring. 
— Masters, vou are all welcome. We'll e'en to't 
like French falcyners, fiy at any thing we see: 


Well have a speech straight; Come, give us a 


taste of your quality; come, a passionate speech. 
1. Play. What speech, my good lord? 


Ham. I] heard thee speak me a speech once, — 
but it was never acted; or, if it was, wot above 
once: for the plav, I remember, pleased not the 
million; 'Was caviare to the general: but it was 
(as [ received it, and others, whose judgments, in 
such matters, cried in the top of mine) an excel— 
lent play; well digested in the scenes, set down 
with as much modesty as cupning. Lreinember, 
one said, there were no sallets in the lines, to 
make the matter savoury; nor no matter in the 
»hrase, that might iadite the author of affection: 
5 5 call'd it, an honest method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than 
fine. One speech in it I chiefly loved: 'twas Ae- 
neas* tale to Dido; and thereabout of it especial- 
y, where he speaks of Piiam's slaughter: If it 


| 
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Jive in your memory, begin at this line; let me 
See, let me see; — 


The rugged Pyrilus, like the Nyrcanian beast, 


— 'tis not so; it begins with Pycrhus. 


The rugged Pyr:hus, —_— he, whose sable arms, 

Black as his purpose, did the nizht resemble 

I hen he lay couet: ed in the ominous horse, 

IIath now this dread and black complexion 
Smear d 

it h heraldry more dizmal ; head to foot 

Now is he total cules; horriiily trick d 

With blood of fathers, „ mothers, dang liters, sons; 

Bak'd and impasted wah the parching streets, 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 

To their lords murder; Itcasted in wrath, and 
lire, 

And thus oer-ized with coagulate gore, 

Mith eyes like carbunctes, the hellih Pyrrhus 

Old grandi? Priam sechs: — 80 proceed you. 


Pol. Fore Gad, mv lord, well spoken; with 


good accent, and good eee 


1. Play. Anon he finds him 4 
Siriking to short at Greels ; his antique word, 
Rebellion to his ar m, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command ; U nequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives; in rage, Strikes EE 
But with the 1 luff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved he 1 Then Senseles Ilium. 
Seeming to 7d this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base; and with a hideous crasl 
Takes priconer Pyrrhus ear : for, lo! his word 
WW hich was declining on the milky head 

of reverend Priam, Seem'd it the air to stick: 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood; 

And, like a neutral to his will and matter, 

Did nothing, 


But, as we - often See, against ome storm, 


—— — — — 
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A Silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 
The bold winds speechleſs, and the orb below 

As hush as death: anon, the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus pause, 
A roused vengeance sets him new a work!; 
And never did the Cyclops hammers fall 

On Marses armour, forg'd for proof eterne, 
With leſs remorse than Pyrrhus bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. — | 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune! All you gods, 
In general synod, take away her power ; 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven, 
As low as to the fiends! 


Pol. This is too long. | 
Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your 


beard. — Pr'ythee, say on: — He's for a jig, or 
a tale of bawdry, or he sleeps: — say on: come 


to 


Hecuba. 


1. Play. But who, ah woe! had geen the mabled 
Ween — 


Ham. The mabled queen ? 
Pol. That's good; mabled queen is good. 


I. Play. Run barefoot up and down, threat"ning 
the {lames 

With bisson rheum; a clout upon that head, 

IV here late the diadem stood; and, for a robe, 

About her lank and all ver-teemed lomns, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up; 

Who this had geen, with tongue in venom Steep'd, 

Gainst ſortune's State would treason have pros 
nounc'd : | 

But if the gods themselves did see her then, 

hen she sau Pyrrhus make malicious sport 

In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs ; 


5 
The instant burst of clamour that she made, 


| (Uuleſs things mortal move them not at all,) 


455 


A 
3 
of 


* 
** 


4 


. 63 


FI'ould have made milch the burning eyes of 
heaven, 
And passion in the gods. 


Pol. Look, whether he bas not turn'd his 
colour, and has tears in's eyes. — Pr'ythee, no 
mare. | | 

Ham. Tis well; I'll have thee speak out the 
rest of this soon. — Good my lord, will you see 
the players well bestow'd? Do you bear, let 
them be well used; for they are the abstract, and 
brief chronicles, of the time: After your death 
you were better have a bad epitaph, than their 
ill report while you live. 


Pol. My lord, I will use them according to 
their desert. 


Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better: Use 
every man after bis desert, and who shall 'Sscape 
whipping? Use them after your owu honour and 
dignity: The leſs tbey deserve, the more merit is 
in your bounty. Take them in. 


Pol. Come, sirs. 

Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play 
to- morrow. — Dost thou hear me, old friend; 
can you play the murder of Gonzago ? 


1. Play. Ay, my lord. 


Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some dozen 
or sixteen lines, which I would set down, and 
insert in't? could you not? 


1. Play. Ay, my lord. 


Ham, Very well. — Follow that lord ; and look 
you mock bim not. [Exzeunti'Poronrus and 
Players.] My good friends, [to Ros. and Guil,} 
I'll leave you till night: you are welcome to El 
sinore. | 


Ros. Good my lord! [Exeunt Ros, and Guil. 
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Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' you: — Now I am 
| alone. 

O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 
But in a ſiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to Lis own conceit, 
That, from her working, all his visage wann'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing! 
For Hecuba! 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What would he do, 
Had he the motive aud the cue for passion, 


That I have? He would drown the stage with 


tears, 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech; 
Make mad the puilty, and appall the free, 
Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 
A dull and mnddy-mettled rasca}, peak, 
Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing; no, not for a king, 
Upon whose property, and most dear lite, 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a corard ? 
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate acrols ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie the 
. thioat, 
As deep as to the lungs? Who Goes me this? 
Ha! Why, I should take it: for it cannot be, 
But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack pall 
To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 
T 5hould have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal: Bloody, bawdy-villain! 
Remorselels, 8 lecherous, kindlels vil- 
| ain! 8 


Why, 


* — F + — 


hes eee 
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Wly, whet an aſs am T? This is most brave; 

That I, the son of a dear father murder'd, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 

And fall a cursiog, like a very drab, | 

A scullion! 

Fie upon't! foh! About my brains! Humph! I 

| have heard, 

That, guilty creatures, siiting at a play, 

lave by the very cunning, of the scene 

Been struck so to the soul, that presently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions : 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous organ. [I'll have these 

lavers 

Play something like the murder of my father, 

Before mine uncle: IM observe his looks; 

T'l] tent him to the quick; if be do blench, 

T know my course. The $spiir, that J have seen, 

May be a devil: and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and, perhaps, 

Out of my weakneſs, and my . 

(As he 1s very poteut with such spirits, 

Abuses me to damn me: I' have grounds 

More relative than this; The play's the thing, 

Wherein T1! catch the conscience of the * 
Exit. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Castle. 


Enter King, Queen, PoLoxnrvs, Orur r IA, RosENCRANTZ, 
and GUILDENSTERN, 


King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from bim, why he puts on this confusion; 
Grating so barshly all bis days of quiet 
Wich turbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 
Ros. He does confeſs, he feels himself dis- 
tracted; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 
Cuil. Nor do we find him forward to be 
sounded ; 
But, with a crafty madneſs, keeps aloof, 
When we would bring him on to some confes- 


sion 


Of his true state. 
deen. Did he receive yon well? 
Ros. Most like a gentleman, 
Guil, But with much forcing of his disposition. 
Ros. Niggard of question; but, of our demands, 
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Moat free in his reply. 
Queen, Did you assay him 
To any pastime ? 
Ros. NA. it so fell out, tbat certain players 
We 9 _ on the way: of these we told 
im; 
And there did seem in bim a kind of joy 
To hear of it: They are about the court; 


And, as I think, they have already order 


This night to play before him, 
Pol. Tis most true: 
And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties, 
To hear and see the matter. 
King, With all my heart; and it doth much 
content me 
To bear him 80 inclin'd. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 
Ros. We shall, my lord. 
[Exeunt Rosencr. and Guild. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too: 
For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia: 
Her father and myself (lawful espials,) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge; 
And gather by bim, as he is behay'd, 
If't be the aflliction of his love, or no, 
That thus he suffers for, | 
veen. I shall obey you: 
And, for your part, Opbelia, I do wish, 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildneſs; so shall 1 hope, your 
virtues | 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours. 
Oph. Madam, I wish it may, [Exit Queen. 
K 2 
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Pol. Ophelia, walk you here: — Gracious, 80 
least you, © | | 
We will bestow ourselves : — Read on this book ; 4 
[10 Ophelia. 

That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your lonclinefs. — We are oft to blame in this, — 
"Vis too much prov'd, — that, with devotion's 

visage, 

And pious action, we do sugar o'er 4 
The devil himself. | ; 
King. O, 'tis too true! how smart 


1 


A lash that speech doth give my conscience! 
The barloi's cheek, beauty'd with plast'ring art, 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my deed to my most painted word: 


O heavy burden! [Aside, 
4 Pol. J hear him coming; let's withdraw, my 
1 lord. | Exeurt King, and Por.ox1vus. 


Enter HamLET. 


Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the ques- 
| tion: — 

| Whether 'tis nobler iu the mind, to suffer 

: | The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune; 

| Or to ako arms against a sea of troubles, | 
And, by opposing, end them? — To die, — to 


1 Sleep, — 
= No more; — and, by a sleep, to say we end * 
The heart-ach, and the thousand natural sbocks 
| That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a conguinnation 

' Devyoutly ta be wish'd. To die; — to sleep; — 

| To sleep! pe:chance, to dream; — ay, thers's the 

. rub; 


For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we bave shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause: There's the respect, 


* 


1 M ST el 


That makes calamity of so long life: 
For who' would bear the whips and scorns of 
time, 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contu- 
mely, 
The pangs of despis'd love, the lave's delay, 
Tue insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the naw orthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin f who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life; 
But that the dread of 5omething after death, — 
The undiscovet'd country, from whose boura 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will; 
And makes us rather bear those ills we bave, 
Than y to others that we know not of? 
Thus canscience does make cowards of us all; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sickly'd o'er with the pale cast of thought; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
And lose the name of action, — Soft you, now! 
The fair Ophelia: — Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my eins remember'd, 
Oph. Good my lord, | 
Hor does your honour for this many a day? 
Ham. I humbly thank you; well. 
Ovk. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That L have longed long to re-deliyer ; 
I pray you, now receive them, 
Ham. No, not JI; 
I never gave you aught. | 
Oph. My bonour'd lord, you know right well, 
you did ; 
Aud, with them, words of so sweet breath com- 
pos'd | 


As made the things more rich: their perfume 
lost, 
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Take these again; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind, 
There, my lord. 

Ham, Ha, ba! are you honest? 

Oph. My lord? | 

Ham., Are you fair? 


Oyh. What means your lordship ? 


Ham. That, if you be honest, and fair, you 


should admit no discourse to your beauty. 


Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honesty ? 


Ham, Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will 
sooner transform honesty from what it is to a 
bawd, than the force of honesty can translate 
beauty into his likeneſs: this was some time a 
paradox, but now the time gives it p:oof, I did 
love you once. 


Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe 
80. 

Ham. You should not have believed me: for 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we 
shall relish of it: I loved you not, 

Ophl. T was the more deceived, 


Ham, Get thee to a nunnery; Why would'st 


thou be a breeder of sinners? I am myself indif- 


fereat honest: but yet J could accuse me of such 
things, that it were better, my mother had not 
borne me: I am very proud, revengeful, ambi- 
tious; with more offences at my beck, than I 
| have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give 
them shape, or time to act them in: What should 
such fellows as L do crawling between earth and 
heaven? We are arrant knaves, all; believe none 
of us; Go thy ways to a nunuery, Where's your 
father ? | 
Oph. At home, my lord. 
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Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him; that 
be may play the fool no where but in's own 
house. Farewel. 


Ovi. O, help him, you sweet heavens! 


Ham. If thou dost marry, III give thee this 
plague for thy dowry; Be thou as chaste as ice, 
as pure as snow, thou sbalt not escape calumny. 
Get thee to a nunnery; farewel; Or, if thou wile 
needs marry, marry a fool; for wise men know 
well enough, what monsters you make of them, 
To a nunnery, go; and quickly too. Farewel. 


Op, Heavenly powers, restore him! 


Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well, 
enough; God hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another; you jig, you amble, 
and you lisp, and nick name God's creatures, and 
make your Wantonnels your ignorance; Go to; 
II no more of't; it bath made me mad. T say, 
we will have no more macriages: those that are 
matried already, all but one, shall live; the rest 
shall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. 


[Exit Hamlet. 


Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 


The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, 


8word; 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
The glaſs of fashion, and the mould of form, 
The observ'd of all observers! quite, quite down! 
And J, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
Thet sack'd the honey of his musick vows, 
Now see that noble and most govereign reason, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsb; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is*me! 


Jo have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 
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Re-enter King, and Potoxtus. 


King. Love! his affections do not that way 


tend ; 

Nor what he epake, though it lack'd form a lit- 
| tle, 

Was not like madneſs. There's something in his 
soul, 


O'er which bis melancholy sits on broad; 
And. I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose, 
Vill be some danger: Which for to prevent, 
] have, in quick determination, 
Thus set it down; le shall with speed to Rag 
land, 
For the demaud of our neglected tribute: 
Haply, the scas, and conniies different, 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter iu bis heart; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts 1 thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on't? 
Pol. It shell do well: But yet do I believe, 
The origin and commencement of bis grief 
Sprung from ne n love, — How now, Ophe- 
ia 7 
You need not tell us what lord Hawlet said; 
We heard it all. -— My lord, do as you please; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play, 
Let bis queen mother all alone entreat him 
To sbew his grief; let her be round with him; 
And PII be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their de: If he nud him not, 
To England send hin; or coniine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 
King. It shall be so: 
Madnels in great ones must not unwatch'd go. 
ö i | b {Exentt. 
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A Hall in the same. 


Enter Ilamter, and certain Players. 


Ham, Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro- 
nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue: but. 
it you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had 
as lieve. the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do 
not sau the air too much with your hand, thus; 
but use all penily:; for in the very torrent, tem- 
pest, and (as I may say) whirlwind of your pas- 
sion, you must acquire and beget a temperance, 
that may give it smootbnels. O, it offends me 
to the soul, to hear a robustious perriwig-pated 
feliovy tear a passiou to tatters, to very rags, to 
split the ears of the groundlings ; who, for the 
most part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumb shews. and noise: | would have such a fel. 
low whipp'd for o'er- doing Termagant ; it out- 
berods Hlerod: Prey you, avo nl, Tg 

1. Play. I warrant your hon@ur, 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your 
own discretion be yaur tutor: suit the action to 
the word, the word to tlie ection; with this spe- 
cial observauce, that you o'er - 4tep not thg mov» 
desty of nature: for any thing $0 overdong 18 
from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at 
the ſirst, and now, was, ond 1 is, to hold as *twere 
the mirrour up to nature; to shew virtue her 
own feature, scorn ber own image, and the very 
age and body of the time, his form and pressure. 
Now this, over-done, or come tardy off, though 
it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make Ke 


judicious grieve; the ceusuxe of which one, must, 
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in your allowance, o'er-weigh a whole theatre of 
others. O, there be players, that I have seen 
play, — and heard otbers 3 and that highly, 
— not to speak it profanely, that, neither having 
the accent of christians, nor the pait of christian, 
pagan, nor man, have so wild and bellow'd, 
that I have thought some of nature's journey-men 
had made men, and not made them well, they 
imitated humanity so abominably. 

1. Play, | hope, we have reform'd that indif- 
ferently with us. | 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let thoze, 
that play your clowns, speak no more than is set 
down for them: for there be of them, that will 
themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of bar- 
ren spectators to laugh too; though, in the mean 
time, some necessary question of the play be then 
to be considered: that's villainous; and shews a 
most pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, 
make you ready. — [Exeunt Players. 


Enter PoLoxius, RosexcrkanTz, and GuiihsNe 
STERN, 


How now, my 10142 will the king hear this piece 
of work? 

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste. — 

[Exit Poroxxius. 

Will you two belp to hasten them? 

Both. Ay, my lord. [| Exeunt Ros. and Guis. 

Ham, What, bo; Horatio! 


Enter Ho RATIO. 


Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal. 
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Hor. O, my dear lord. — 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter: 
For what advancement may I bope from thee, 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 
To feed, and cloath thee? Why should the poor 
be flatter'd ? 
No, let the candy'd tongue lick absurd pomp; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
Whee thiitt way follow fawning. Dost thou 
hear? 
Since my dear soul was mistre[s of her choice, 
And could of men distinguish her election, 
She hath seal'd thee for berself; for thou bast 
been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ; 
A man, that fortune's buffets and rewaids 
Hast tae'n with equal thanks: and blest are those, 
Whose blood and judgment are 80 well co-min- 
led, 
That they 3 a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please: Give me that 
man 
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my beart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As | do thee. — Sometbing too much of this, — 
There is a play to-night before the king; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 
\W hich I bave told thee of my father's death. 
I pr'ytbee, when thou $ee'st that act a-foot, 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle: if bis occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen; 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note: 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censuie of his seeming. 
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Hor. Well, my lord: 
Tf he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing, 
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 
Ham. They are coming to the play; I must be 
idle: 
Get you a place. 


Danish march. A fiourich, Enter King, Queen, 
Poroxrus, Orynrriia, RoszxncnaNtz, Guiitoix- 
STERN, and Others, 


King. How fares our consin Hamlet? 
Ham. Excellent, i' faith; of the camelion's disb: 
T eat the air, promise-cremm'd: You cannot feed 
capons so. 8 
King. I have nothing with this answer, Ham- 
let; these words are not mine. é 
Ham, No, nor mine now, My lord, — you 
play'd once in the university, you say? 
ſto Polonius. 


Pol. That did I, my lord: and was accounted 
a good actor. 

Ham. Aud what did you enact ? 

Pol. IT did enact Julius Caesar: I was kill'd i“ 
the Capitol; Brutus kill'd me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so ca- 
pita) a calf there. — Be the players ready? 

Ros. Ay, wy lord; they stay upon your pa— 
tience. 

Queen, Come hither, my dear IIamlet, sit by 
" ME. . 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at- 
tractive. 

Pot. O ho! do you mark that? [to the Ning. 


—9 5 Lady, shall Ilie in your lap? 
: [lying down at Ophelia's feet. 
Oph. No, my lord. 


Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap? 

Oph. Ay, my lod, 

Ham. Do you tbink, T meant country matters ? 

Oph 1 think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between 
maids” legs. | 

 Oph. Whatiis, my lord? 

Ham, Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. \Vho, 12 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O! your only jig-maker. What should 
a man Qo, but be merry? for, look you, bow 
cheerfully my mother looks, and my father died 
within these two hours, 

Oph.. Nay, *tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I'll have a suit of sables. O heavens | 


die two mouths ago, and not forgotten yet; Then 
there's hope, a great man's memory may out-live 


his life half a year: But, by'r-iady, he must build 
churches then: or else shall he suffer not think- 
ing on, with the bobby-horse; Whose epitaph 
is, For, O, for, O, the huvby-horse is forgot, | 


Trumpets sound. The dumb seu follows, 


Enter a king and a queen, very lovingly ; the queen 


embracins hum, and he her. She kneels, and 


makes shew of protestation unto him. He takes 
her up, and declines his head upon her neck : 
lays him down upon a bank of flowers ; "she, ge- 
ing him asleep, leaves him. Anon, comes in a 
fellow, takes off his crown, kisses it, and pours 


poison in the king's ears, and exit, The queen 


returns; finds the king dead, and\makes passionate 
action. the poisoner, with some two or. three 
mutes, comes in again, Seeming to lament uit 


— — — — _ Þ 


— 
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her. The dead body is carried away, The poi- 


Soner wooes the queen with gifts; She seems loath 
and unwilling a while, but in the end, accepts his 


love. [1xeunt. 


Oph. What means this, my lord ? 

Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho; it 
means mischief. 

Oph. Belike, this shew imports the argument 
of the play. | 


Enter Prologue. 


Ham. We shall know by this fellow: the players 
cannot keep counsel; they'll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us what this shew meant ? 

Ham. Ay, or any shew that you'll shew him: 
Be not you ashamed to shew, he'll not shame to 
tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; III 
mark the play. | 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring ? 

Oph. 'Tis brief, my 1 

Ham. As woman's love. 


Enter @ King, and a Queen. 


P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus cart 
one round 
Neptune's salt wasb, and Tellus' orbed ground; 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd sheen, 
About the world have times twelve thirties been; 
Since Jove-our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 
P. Queen, So many journeys may the sun and 
moon 
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Make us again count o'er, ere love be done! 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 

So far from cheer, and from your former state, 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust, 
Discomfort yon, my lord, it nothing must: 
For womea fear too much, even as they love; 
And women's fear and love hold quantity; 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof bath made you 
| know; 

And as my love is siz'd, my fear is so. 

Where love is great, the l littlest doubts are fear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows 
there. | 

P. King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and 
shortly too; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do; 
And thou sbalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd; and, haply, oue as kind 
For busband sbalt thou —- 
P. Queen, O, confound the rest! 
Such love must needs be treason in my breast: 
In second husband let me be sccurst! 
None wed the second, but who kill'd the first. 
Ham. That's wormwood. | 
P. Queen. The instances, that second marriage 
move, 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love; 
A second time I kill my husband dead, 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 
P. King. I do believe, you think what now you 
speak; 
But, what we do determine, oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity: 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree; 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary tis, that we Zorget 


To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt: 
What to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 

Their own enactures with themselves destroy: 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye; nor 'tis not strange, 
'That even our loves should with our fortunes 
change ; L | 

For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 

The great man down, you mark, his favourite 

| flies ; 

The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies, 

And hitberto doth love on fortune tend: 

For who not needs, shall never lack a friend; 

And who in want a hollow ſriend doth try, 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, — 

Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run, 

That our devices still are overthrown ; | 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our 
own: 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen, Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven 
light! | 

Sport and — lock from me, day, and night! 

To desperation turn my trust and hope! 

An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope! 

Zach opposite, that blanks the ſace of joy, 

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy! 

Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife, 


If, once a widow, ever | be wife! 


Ham. If she should break it now, — [tro Opt, 


P. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here a while; 


My 


My t spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. sleeps. 

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain; 
And never come mischance between us twain ! 

[ Exit. 
Ham. Madam, how like you this play? 

Queen. The lady doth protest too much, me- 
thinks, | | 

Ham. O, but sbe'll keep her word. 

King. Have you beard the argument? Is there 
no offence in't? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest; 
no offence i' the world. 

Ring. What do you call the play ? 

Ham, The mouse- trap. Marry, bow? Tropi- 
cally. This play is the image of a murder done 
in Vienna: Gonzago is the duke's name; his wife, 
Baptista: you shall see avon; 'tis a knavish piece 
of work: But what of that? your majesty, and 
we that have free souls, it touches us not: Let 
the gall'd jade wince, our withers are unwrung.— 


Enter Lvucianus. 


This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 
Oph. Tou are as good as a chorus, my lord. 
Ham, I could interpret between you and your 
love, if IJ could see the puppets dallying. 
Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 


Ham. It would cost you a groaning, to take 
off my edge. 


Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you mistake your hnsbands, — Begin, 
murderer; —leave thy damnable faces, and begin, 
Come: — The croaking rayea doth bellow for 
revenge. TK RE 

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 


time agreeing; 
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Confederate Season, else no creature seeing: 


Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, \ 

With Hecat's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected, . 

Thy natural — 4 and dire property, | 
On wholesome life usurp immediately. 


[pours the poison into the Sleeper's ears. 


4 Ham. He poisons him i' the garden for his 


| estate. His name's Gonzago: the story is extant, 

4 and written in very choice Italian: You shell see | 

Fl anon, how the murderer pets the love of Gonza- 1 
go's wife. * 
4 Oph. The king rises. WW 


Ham. What! frighted with false fire! 
4 Quzen. How fares my lord? 
| Pol. Give o'er the play. 
1 King. Give me some light: — away! 
4 Pol. Lights, lights, lights! 
4 [Exeunt all but Hamrer, and Honartro, 


1 | Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 
| | 'The hart ungalled play: 
| For some must watch, while some must 
Sleep; 
| Thus runs the world away. — 
4 Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if 
| | | the rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with 
1 two Provencial roses on my razed shoes, get me 
1 | a fellowship in a cry of players, sir? 
| ö Hor. Half a share. 
ö Ham. A whole one, I. | 
j For thou dost know, O Damon dear, 
1 This realm dismantled was 
| | - Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
| A very, very — peacock, 
Hor. You might have rhymed, 
Ham. O good Horatic, I'll take the ghost's word 
for a thousand pound. Didst perceive? 
Hor. Very well, myl ord. 
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Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning, — 
Hor. I did very well note him. 


Ham. Ah, ha! — Come, some mysick; come, 
the recorders. — 


For if tbe 2 like not the comedy, 
Why them, belike, — he likes it not, perdy, — 


Enter RostExnCRANTZ, ant GuritDtxsTERY, 


Come, some musick, 

Guil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with 
you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

Guil. The king, sir. — 

Hams Ay, sir, what of him? 

Cuil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distem- 
per'd. 7 
Ham, With drink, sir? 
Cuil. No, my lord, with choler. 


Ham. Your wisdom should sbew itself more 
richer, to signify this to the doctor; for, for me 
to put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, 
plunge him into more choler. | 

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into 
some frame, and start not so wildly from my af- 
fair. 

Ham, IT ami tame, sir; — pronounce. 


Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spitit, bath sent me to you. 

Ham: You are welcome. 

Cuil. Nay, good my Jord, this courtesy is not 
of the right breed. Tf it shall please you to make 
me a Wholesome answer, IL will do your mother's 
commandment: if not, your pardon, and my re- 
turn, shall be the end of my businels. a 
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Ham. Sir, I cannot. 
Cuil. What, my lord? 


Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my wit's 
diseased: But, sir. such answer as I can make, 
yon shall command; or, rather, as you say, my 
mother: therefore no more, but to the matter: 
My mother, you say, — 


Ros. Then thus she says; Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 


Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother! — But is there no sequel at the heels of 
this mother's admiration ? impart. 


Ros. She desires to speak with you in her clo- 
set, ere you go to bed. 


Ham. We shall obey, where she ten times our 
mother. Have you any further trade with us? 
Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 


Ilam. And do still, by these pickers and 
stealers. | 

Ros. Good my lord, w 185 is your cause of dis- 
eg you do, surely, bar the door upon your 
own liberty, if you deny your Eons to your 
friend. | 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 


"Ros. How can that be, when you have the 


voice of the king himself for your succession in 
Denmark ? 


Ham, Ay, sir, but, Vile the graſs grows, — 
the proverb is something musty. 


Enter the Players, with Recorders, 


O, the recorders: — let me see one — To with- 
draw with you: — [taking Cuil. aside.] Why do 


f A M L E T. 88 


you go about to recover the wind of me, as if 
you would drive me into a toil? 


Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 


love is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe? 

Cuil. My lord, I cannot, 

Ham, I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham, I do beseech you. 

Cuil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 


Ham. Tis as easy as lying: govern these ven- 
tages with your fingers and thum, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most elo- 
quent musick. Look you, these are the stops. 


Guil. But these cannot I command to any ut- 
terance of harmony; I have not the skill. 


Ham, Why, look you now, how unwortby a 
thing you make of me? You would play upon 
me; you would seem to know my stops; you 
would pluck out the heart of my mystery; you 
would sound me from my lowest note to the top 
of my compals: and there is much musick, exce]- 
lent voice, in this little organ; yet cannot you 
make it speak. Sblood, do you think, I am easier 
to be play'd on than a pipe? Call me what in- 
strument you will, . 0% you can fret me, yon 
cannot play upon me. TY 


Enter Polonrvs. 


God bleſs you, sir! 


Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, 
and presently. 
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Ham. Do yon see youder cloud, that's almost 
in shape of a camel? 


Pol. By the mals, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks, it is like a weazel. 

Pol. It is back'd like a weazel. 

Ham. Or, like a wbale? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 


Iam. Then will I come to my mother by and 


by. — They fool me to the top of my bent. — I 
will come by and by. 


Pol- I will say so. [ Exit Porowrvs. 

Ham, By and by is easily said. — Leave me, 

friends, (Exeunt Ros. Gurt. Hon. etc. 
is now the very witching time of night; 


When church-yards yawn, and hell itself breathes 
out 


' Contagion to this world; Now could I blank hot 
blood, 


Aud do such businels as the bitter day 

Would quake look on. Soft; now to my mo- 
ther. — 

O, heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever 

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom: 

Let me be cruel, not un natural: 

I will speak daggers to her, but use none; 

My tongue aud soul in this be hypacrites ; 

How in my words soever sbe he sheut, 

To give them seals never, my $Qul, consent! 


[Exie. 


| 
\s 
1 


— 
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S C EN E III. 


A Room in the same. 
Enter King, Ros EN CRANTZEZ, and GUILDENSTERN. 


King. I like him not; nor stands it safe with 

ns, 3 

To let his madneſs range. Therefore, prepare 
you; 

J your commission will forthwith dispatch, 

And he to England shall along with you: 

The terms of our estate may not endure 

Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow 

Out of his lunes. 


Cuil. We will ourselves provide: 
Most holy and religious fear it is, 
To keep those many many bodies safe, 
That live, and feed, upon your majesty. 


Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind, 
To keep itself from 'noyance; but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it, with it: it is a massy wheel, 
Vix'd on the summit of the bighest mount, 

To whose huge Spokes ten thousand lesser 

| things : 

Are mortis'd . adjoin'd; which, when it 
falls, 

Kach small annexment, petty consequence, 

Attends the boist'rous ruin. Never alone 

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan, 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy 

voyage; 


88 err. 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which naw goes too Free-footed. 


Ros. Guil, We will haste us. 
[Exeunt Ros. and Gurt. 


' 


Enter PoroxNIiUs. 


* — — th 


Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's 
closet; 
Behind the arras I'll convey myself, 
To hear the proceſs; I'll warrant, she'll tax him 
| home : 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
"Tis meet, that some more audience, than a mo- 


ther, 

Since natme makes them partial, should o'er- 
hear 

The speech of vantage, Fare you well, my 
liege : 


Fil call upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what L know. 


Ring. Thanks, dear my lord. [Exit Por.oxivs. 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 
It bath the prima! eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder! -— Pray can I not, 
Though inclination he as sharp as will; 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 
And, like a man to double businels bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood? 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet beavens, 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves 

mercy, 

But to confront the visage of offence? 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, — 
To be fore-atalied, ere we come to fall, 
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Or perdon'd, being down? Then T' look vp; 
My fault is past. But O. what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn? Forgive me my foul 

: murder! — 

That cannot be; since IT am still posseſs'd 

Of thuse effects for which T did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
Moy one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 

Iu the corrupted currents of this world, 

: Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice; 
And oft 'tis ssen, the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law: But 'tis not so above: 
There is no shuffling, there the action lies 

In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence, What then? what rests? 

Try what repentance can: What can it not? 
Yet what can it, when one can not repent ? 

O wretched state! O bosom, black as death! 
O limed soul; that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd! Help, angels, nake assay! 

Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart, with strings 

of steel. 
Be soft as sineus of the new-born babe; 
All may be well! [refires, and kneels, 


Enter HAMTrr. 


Tam. Now wight I do it, pat, now he is 

praying; . 

And now Ill do't; — And so be goes to 
beaven: 

And so am Lreveng'd? That would be scann'd: 

A villain kills my father; and, for that, 

T, his sole son, do this same villain send 

To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 

He took my father grolsly, full of bread; 


| 
| 
| 
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With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as 
May; 

And, how his audit stands, who knows, save 
heaven ? | 

But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 

"Tis heavy with him: Aud am I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his saul, 

When he is fit and season'd for bis passage? 
No. | 

Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent: 

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage; 

Or in the incestuous pleasures of bis bed; 

At gaming, 8wearing; or about some act 


That has no relish of salvation in't: 


Then trip him, that his heels may kick at 
heaven; | 
And that his soul may be as damn'd, and black, 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays: 
This pbysick but prolongs thy sickly days. 
[Exit 


The King rises, and advances. 


King, My words fly up, wy thoughts remain 

Cf below : | | 

Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. 
[ Exit, 
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IV. 


Another Room in the same. 


Enter Queen, and Potro tus. 


Pol. He will come straight. 
5 home to him: 


Tell him, his pranks bave been too broad to 
bear with ; 


Look, you lay 


And that your grace hath screeu'd and stood 


between | 
Much heat and bim. I' silence me een here. 
Pray you, be round with him, 
Queen, I'Il warrant you; 
Fear me not: — withdraw, I hear him coming. 
[Polonius hides humself. 


Enter HAMLZ Tr. 


Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter? 


Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much of- 
fended. | 


Ham, Mother, you have my father much of- 


fended. 


Queen. Come, come, yon answer with an idle 
tongue. 


Ham, Go, go, you question with a wicked 
tongue. | | 


Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ? 
Ham. What's the matter now.? 
Queen. Have you forgot me? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not 80: 


You are the queen, your husbaud's brother's 
wife; 


And, — would it were not so! — you are my 
mother. 
Oueen. Nay, then Ly) set those to you that 
can speax. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you 
shall not budge; 
You go not, till I set yon up a glaſs 
Where you may see the inmost part of you, 
Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not 
murder me ? 
Help, help, bo! 
Pol. [hehind.] What, ho! help! 
Ham. How now! a 1at? {draws, 
Dead, for a ducat, dead. 
[Hamlet makes u poſs through the arras. 


Pol. [behind.} O, I am slain. [falls, and dies. 


Queen. O me, what hast thou done? 


Ham. Nay, I know not: 
Is it the king? 
[lifts up the arras, and draws forth 


Polonius. 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is 
this ! 
Ham. A bloody deed; — almost as bad, good 
mother, 


As kill a king, and marry with his brother, 
Queen. As kill a king! 


Ham. Ay, lady, *'twas my word. — 

Thou wretched, rasb, intruding fool, farewel! 
ſto Polonius. 

T took thee for thy better; take thy fortune: 

Thou find'st, to be too busy, is some danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands: Peace; sit you 

' down, 
And let me wring your heart: for 80 I shall, 


n 


oo 
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If it be made of penetrable stuff; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it 30, 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 


Oueen, What have I done, that thou dar'st 
wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me? 


Ilam. Such an act, | 
That blurs the grace and blush of modesty; 
Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
An sets a blister there; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers' oaths: O, such a deed, 

As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: Heaven's face doth plow; 
Yea, tbis solidity and compound mals, 
With tristful visege, as against the doom, 
Is thought-sick at the act. l 
nee. Ah me, what act, | 
That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? 


lam. Look here, upon this picture, and on 

this; 

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See, What a grace was seated on this brow : 

Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove himself; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 

A station like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill; 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 

VV here every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man: 

This was your husband. — Look you now, 
what follows: 

Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear, 

Blasting his Wwholesome brother. Have you 
eyes? 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
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And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it, love; for, at your age, 

The 'hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment; And what judg- 


ment 
Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you 
have, | 
Else, could you not have motion: But, sure, 
that sense | 


Is apoplex'd: for madneſs would not err; 
Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er 80 thrall'd, 
But it reserv'd some quantity of choice, 
To serve in such a difference. What devil 
was't, 

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman - blind? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
Ears without hand or eyes, smelling sans all, 
Oc but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. | 
O shame! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell, 
If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame, 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge; 
Since frost itself as actively doth burn, 
And reason panders will. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more: 
Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul; 
And there I see such black and grained spots, 
As will not leave their tinct. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed; 
Stew'd in 15 ; honeying, and making 

ove 

Over the nasty stye; — 

Queen, O, speak to me no more; 
These words like daggers enter in mine ears; 
No more, sweet Hamlet. 
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Ham. A murderer, and a villain: 
A slave, ther is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your, precedent lord: — a vice of kings: 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule; 
That from a sbelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket! 

Wueen, No more, 


Enter Ghost. 


Ham. A king of shreds and patches: — 
Save me, and bover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards! — What would your 

gracious figure ? | 

Queen. Alas, he's mad. 


Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to 
| chide, 

That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command? 
O, say! f 

Ghost. Do not forget: This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look! amazement on thy mother sits: 
O, step between her and her fighting soul: 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 


Ham, How is it with you, lady? 
Queen, Alas, how is't with you? 
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Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 
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Ham, On him! un him! — Look you, how 
pale he glares ! | 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to 
stones, 
Would make them capable. — Do not look 
upon me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, yon convert 
My stern effects: then what I have to do 
Will want oo ant tears, perchance, for 
ood. | 


Queen, To whom do you speak this? 
Ham, Do you see nothing there? 
Oueen, Nothing at all; yet all, that is, I see. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear? 
Queen, No, nothing, but ourselves. | 
Ham. Why, look you there! look, how it 
| steals away ! | 
My father, in his habit as he liv'd! 
Look, where be goes, even now, out at the 
portal! [ Exit Ghost. 


Queen. This is the very coinage of your 
brain: bo LI iy 

This bodileſs creation ecstasy 

Is very cunning in. 


Ham, Ecstasy! ! EIS 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep 
time 1 ; 
And makes as bealthful musick: It is not mad- 
_ nels, F | 
That I have utter'd: bring me to the test, 
And I the matter will re-word; which 'madneſs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your, soul, 
That not your treſspals, bnt my madnels, speaks: 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
9 88 | Infects 


? 
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Infects unseen. Confeſs yourself to heaven; 

Repent what's past; avoid what is to come; 

And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 

To make them renker. Forgive me this my 
virtue: 

For, in the fatneſs of these pursy times, 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg; 

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good. 


Queen, O Hamlet! thou last cleft my heart 
in twain. 


Ham. O, throw away the worser part-of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night: but go not to my uncle's bed; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit's devil, js angel yet in this; 
'That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 
That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night; 
And that shall lend a kind of easineſs 
To the next abstinevce: the next more easy: 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good 

night! | 
And when 8 desirous to be blest, 
I'll blessing beg of you. — For this same lord, 
[pointing to Polonius. 

J do repent; But heaven hath pleag'd it 80, — 
To punish me with this, and this with me, — 
That TI must be their scourge and minister. 

[ will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good 
night! — | 

must be cruel, only to be kind: 
Thus bad begins, aud worse remains behind, — 
One word more, good lady. 26/08 
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Queen, What sball I do? 
q Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you 
| 
| 


0: 

Let the bloat king tempt vou again to bed; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you, his 

mouse; 

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses, 

Or padling in your neck with his damn'd 

| hangers, | bs: | 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I essentially am not in madnels, 

But mad in craft. Twere goody you Jet him 

know: 

For who, that's but a queen, fair, s0ber, wise, 2 
by Wonld from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 3h 
OE. Such dear concerniugs hide? who would de | 
$0 ? 

No, in despight of sense, and secrecy, 

| Unpeg the hasket on the house's top, 

| 4 Let the birds fly; and, like the famous ape, 
| To try conclusions, in the basket creep, 

1 Aud break your own neck down. 


| Queen, Be thou a«sur'd, if words be made of 

1 breath, | 
| | And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 

What thou hast said to me. 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Ham. T must to England; you know that? 


Queen. Alack, 
I had forgot; 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham, There's letters seal'd: and my two 

| school-fellows, — 
Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd, — 
They bear the mandate; they must sweep my 
way, 

And marshal ar 4 to knavery: Let it work; 
For tis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist with his own petar; and it shall go hard, 


But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon: O, 'tis most 
sweet, | 
When in one line two crafts directly meet, — 
This man shall get me packing. 
I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room: — 
Mother, good night. — Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave, 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with with 
you: 
Good night, motber. 
(Exeunt Severally ; Hamlet dragging in 
Polonius. 


8 Ss 4M L231; 


tl. tt. tes __—— — — 


K 
—ͤ—ͤ—œ—äjäa —! — os — 


ACT:IV. 8 


The same. 


Enter Kiug, Qacen, RosrNenAxrTrz, and GUILDENs 
STERN, | 


King. There's matter in these sighs; these 
profound heaves 
You must translate: 'tis fit we understand 
them : | 
Where is your son? 


Queen. Bestow this place on us a little 
while. — 

[to Ros. and Guil. who go out. 

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night? 


King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 


Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both 
contend | 5 
Which is the mightier: In his lawleſs fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
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lle whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat! a 
rat | 

And, in this brainish apprebension, kills 

The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed! 

Tt had been so with us; had we been there: 

His liberty is full of threats to all; 

Jo vou yourself, to us, to every one, 

Alas! how $ball this bloody deed be answer'd ? 

It will be laid to us; whose providence 

Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out of 
haunt, | 

This mad young man: but, so much was our 
love, 

We would not understaud what was most fit; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 


Qucen, To draw apart the body he hath 
kill'd 7 
O'sr whom his very madneſs, like some ore, 
Among a mineral of metals base, 
Shews itself pure; he weeps for what is done. 


King. O, Gertrude, come away! 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 
But we will sbip him hence: and this vile 
deed 
We must, with all our majesty and skill. 
Both countenance and excuse. — Ho! Guilden- 
Stern! 


Enter RostxcnaxTz, and GurLDExNSTERN. 


Friends both, go join you with some further 
aid; 
Hamlet in madneſs hath Polonius slain, 
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And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd 


him : 

Go, seek him out; speak fair, and bring the 
body 

Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil, 

Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest 
friends; | 

And let them kuow, both what we mean ta 
do, 

And what's untimely done: 
Slander, — 

Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter, 

7 As level as the cannon to bis blank, 

Trausports his poison'd shot, — may mils our 

| name, 

And bit the woundleſs air. — O, come away! 


My soul is full of discord, and dismay 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Another Room in the same. 


Enter HAurzEr. 


Ham. — Safely stow'd, — [Ros etc. within. 
Hamlet! lord Hamlet!] But soft, — what noise? 
who calls on Hamlet? O, here they come, 


Enter Rose SchANTZ, and GUuiLDENSTERN, 


Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body? 


Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis 
kin, | 


$0 vipe ous 
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Ros, Tell us where 'tis; that we may take it 
thence, 
And hear it to the chapel. 


[lam. Do not believe it, 

Ros. Believe what ? 

IHlam. That I can keep your counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a spunge! 
— what replication should be made by the son of 
a king? 

Ros. Take you me for a spunge, my lord? 

Ham, Ay, sir; that soaks up the king's couu- 
tenance, his rewards, his autborities. But such 
ollicers do the king best service in the end: He 
keeps them, like an ape, in the corner of his 


jaw; first mouth'd, to be last swallow'd: When 


he needs what you have glean'd, it is but squeez- 
ing you, and, spunge, you.shall be dry again. 
%s. I understand you not, my Joid, 


lum. T am glad of it: A knavisb speech sleeps 


in a foolish ear. 


Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 


Ham. The body is with the king, but the king 
is not with the body. The king is a thing — 
Guil. A thing, my lord? | 


Hum. Of nothing: bring me to him, Hide fox, 
and all after, e [ Exit, 


: 

i 

{ 
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S C E N E III. 


Another Room in the same. 


Enter King, attended. 


King. IT have sent to scek him, and to find the 

body. 

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose? 

Yet must not we put the strong law on him; 

He's lov'd of the distracted multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; 

And, where tis so, the offender's scourge is 

weigh'd, 

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and 
even, 

This sudden sending him away must seem 

Deliberate pause: Diseases, desperate grown, 

By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 


Enter Nos EN CRAN TE. 


Or not at all. — How now ? what hath befal- 
len? 


Ros, Where the dead hody is bestow'd, my 
lord, 


We cannct pet from him, 
King. But where is he? 


Ros, Without, my lord? guarded, to know 
your pleasure. 


King. Bring him before us. 
Ros, Ho, Guildenstern! bring in my lord, 
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Enter HamrrT, and CVutlDrN STERN. 


King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius? 
Iam. At supper. 
King. At supper? Where? 


Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is 
eaten: a certain convocation of politick worms 
are d'en at him, Your worm 18 your only empe- 
rar for diets, we fat all creatures else, to fat us; 
and we fat ourselves for maggots: Your fat king, 
and your lean beggar, is but variable service; two 
dishes, but to one table; that's the end. 


King. Alas, alas! 


Ham. A man may fish with tbe worm that hath 


eat of a king; and eat of the fish that hath fed 0 
that worm. 


King. What dost thou mean by this? 
Ham. Nothing, but to 8hew you how a king 


may go a progrels through the guts of a beggar, 


King. Where is Polonius? 


Ilan. In heaven; send tbither to see: if your 
messenger find him not there, seek lim i' the 


other place yourself. But, indeed, if you find - 


him not withia this month, you shall nose him 
as you go up the e stairs into the lobby. 


King. Go seek him there. [to some Attendants. 


Ham. He will stay till you come. 


[ Exeunt Attendants. 


King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety,. — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must send thee 
bence 


With firy quickneſs; Therefore, prepare thyself; 


N 
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The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associatey tend, aud every thing is bent 
For England, 


Ham, For England? 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. | 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 


Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, 
come; for England! — Farewel, dear mother. 


King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 


Ham. My mother: Father and mother is man 
and wife; man and wife is one flesh; and so. my 
mother. Come, for England. (Exit. 


King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with 
speed aboard; 
Delay it not, I'll have him bence to- night: 
Away; for every thing is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the affair: Pray you, make 
haste. [Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 
And, England, if my love thou bold'st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may'st not coldly set 
Our sovereign proceſs; which imports at full, 
By letters conjuring to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 
For like the bectick in my blood he rages, 
Aud thou must cure me: Till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my baps, wy joys will ne'er begin. 
[ Exit. 
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S c E N E iv. 


A Plain in Denmark. 
Enter Ton IX BRAS, and Forces, marching. 


For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish 
king; 

Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us, 
Weshall exprels our duty in bis eye, 
And let him know $0. 

Cap. I will do't, my lord. 

For. Go softly on. 

([Exeunt Forr1xnpnas and Forces, 


Enter HaAut EKT, RosrxcnanT?z, Gurt 
DEN STERN, etc. 


Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these? 
Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purpos'd, sir, I pray you? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland, 

Ham. Who comands them, sir? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 


Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 
Or for some frontier ? 


Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of ground, 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it; 


Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 


108 H A M L Z T. 


A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. _ 
Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend 
it. | 
Cap. Yes, 'tis already parrison'd. 
Ham, Two thousand souls, and twenty thou- 
sand ducats, 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and 
peace; | 
That inward breaks, and shews no cause with- 
| out 1 
Why the man dies, — T humbly thank you, sir. 


Cap. God be wi'y ou, sir. [Exit Captain. 
Ros. WilPt please you go, my lord? 
Ham, T will be wi you straight. Go a little 


before. [Exeunt Ros. and the re. 
Tlow-all occasions do inform against me, 
And spur my dull revenge! What is a man, 


If his chief good, and market of his time, 


Be but to sleep, and fecd? a beast, no more. 

Sure, he, tbat made us with such large discourse, 

Looking before, and after, gave us not 

That capability and god-like reason 

To fust in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 

Bestial oblivion, or some craven scrup!e 

Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought, which, quarter'd, bath but one part 
wisdom, 


And, ever, three parts coward, — I do not know 


Why yet I live to say, This thing's to do; 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and 
means, | 8 

To- do't. Examples, groſs as earth, exhort me: 

Witneſs, this army, > such maſs, and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince; 


Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff'd, 


Nakes mouths at the invisible event; 
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Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, 
Even for an egg- -Shell. Rightly to be great, 

Is, not to stir without great argument; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 

When honour's at the stake. How dend 1 then, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd, 
Lxcitements of my reason, and my blood, 

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I «ee : 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame, 

Go to their graves like beds; fight for a pier 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 
Which is not tomb enongh, ant continent, : 

To hide the slain? — O, "from: this time forth, I 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth + 


Enit. 


SCENE V. 


Elsinore. 4A Room in the Castle. 


Enter Queen, and Hon arro. 


Oucen. — — I will not speak with her. 
Hor. She is importunate: indeed, distract; 
Her mood will needs be pity'd. ) 
Oueen. What would she . 6 
Hor. She speaks much of her father; 8ays, she 
hears, 
There's tricks i' the world; and hems, and beats 
her heart; 
Spurns enviously at Straws 3 Speaks things in 
donbt, 
That carry but balf sense: her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
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The bearers to collection; they aim at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their own 
thoughts ; 

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures 

| yield them, 

Indeed would make one think, there might be 
thought, 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

OCucen. Twere good, she were spoken with; 
| for she may s8trew 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds : 

Let her come in. | [Hit Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sins true nature is, 

Each toy seems prologue to some great amils ; 

So full of artlels jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself, in fearing to be spilt. 


Re-enter HoraTi1o0, with OruRLIA. 


Oyh. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 
mark? 
ueen, How now, Ophelia? 
Oph. How should 1 your true love know 
Tom another one? 
By lis cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon. [Singing. 
Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this 
: dung NE 
Oph. Say you? nay, pray you, mark, 
He is dead and gone, lady, [s1ngs, 
He is dead and gone; 
At his head a g- green turf, 
OT At his heels a stone. 
O, ho! | 
Queen. Nay, but Ophelia, — 
Oph. Pray you, mark. 
W kite his shroud as the mountain noi, 
Lsings. 
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Enter King. 


Queen. Alas, look bere, my lord. 


Oph. Larded all with sweet flowers ; 
W hich bewept to the grave did not go, 


Vit true-love Showers. 


King. How do you, pretty lady? 


Opf. Well, God 'ield you! They sey, the owl 
was a N daughter. Lord, we kuow what 


we are, but know not what we may be. God be 
at your table! 


King. Conceit upon her father. 


Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this; but 
when they ak you, what it. means, say you 
this: 

r is Saint V nts day, 
All in the morning betime, 

And I a maid at your window, 
To be your Valentine : 

Then up he rose, and don'd his cloaths, 
And dupp'd the chamber door ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 
King. Pretty Opbelia! 
Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I'Il make an 
and on't. 

By Gis, and by Saint Charity, 
Alack, and fie for shame! 

Yourg men will do't, if they come to't ; 
By cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth zhe, before you tumbled me, 
You promis'd me to wed : 

| 5 answers. 
So would I ha' done, by vonder zun, 
An thou hads: not come to my bed. 


King. How long hath she been thus? 

Oyh. I hope, all will be well. We must be 

atient: but I cannot choose but weep, to think, 
they should lay him i the cold jw rave : My bro- 
ther shall know of it, and so 1 thank you for 
your good counsel, Come, my coach! Good 
night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies: good 


night, good night. - 1 Exit. 
King. Follow her close; give her good watch, 
wb J pray you. [Exi: Horatio. 


O'! this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 

All from her father's death: And now behold, 

O Gertrude, Gertrude, AE | 

When sorrows come, they come not single 

' spies, * 1 

But in battalions! First, her father slain; 

Next, your son gone; and he most violent 

| author : 

Of his own just remove: The people muddy*!), 

Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts, and 
| whispers, 

For good Polonius' death; and we have done 

but greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to enter him: Poor Ophelia 

Divided from herself, and her fair judgment; 

Without the which we are pictures, or mere 

beasts. 

Last, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France: 

Feeds on his! wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 

With pestilent speeches of his father's death; 

Wherein necessity, of matter begoar'd, 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 

In car and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 

].ike to a murdering-piece, in many places 

Gives me superflaous death! [A noise within, 
Queen, Alack! what noise is this? 

Enter 
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Enter a Gentleman. 


King. Attend. 

Where are my Switzers? Let them gaurd the 
door: | 
What is the matter ? 

Gen. Save yourself, my lord; ? 
The ocean, over-peering of his list, | 
Hats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotons head, 

O'er- bears your ofhcers! The rabble call him, 
lord ; 

And, as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, custom' not known, 

The ratiſiers and props of every word, 

They cry, Choose we; Laertes shall be king! 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the 
clouds, | 

Laertes shall be king, Lnertes ling! 


Queen, How cheerfully on the false trail they 
cry ! | 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs. 
Ring. The doors are broke. [Notze within, 


/ 


Enter LAxnrrs, arm'd; Danes following, 


Laer. Where is this king? — Sirs, stand you 
all without. | 
Dan. No, let's come in. 


Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 
Dan. We will, we will. 

[They retire without the door, 
Laer. I thank you: — keep the door. — 0 


thou vile king, 
Give me my father. 


OCueen. Calmly, good Laertes. 
Vol. VIII. IT 
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Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, pro- 
claims me bastard; 


Cries, cuckold, to my father; brands the harlot 


Even bere, between the chaste unsmirched brow, 
Of wy true mother. TEL 

King. What iz the cause, Laertes, \, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like? — : 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts litile of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incens'd; Let him go, Ger- 

trude; — | 

Speak, man, | 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King, Dead. 

Oucen. But not by him. 

King. Let bim demand his fill. 


Laer. How came he dead? T'l] not be jug- 
gled with: . 

To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil! 
Conscience, aad grace, to the profoundest pit! 
I dare damnation: To this point I stand, — 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come what comes; only Lil be reveug'd 
Most throughly for my father. 


King. Who shall stay you? 

Laer. My will, not all the world's: 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well, 
They shall go far wich little. 


King. Good, Laertes, 
If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your 
revenge, | 
That, sweep-stake, you will draw both friend 
and foe, 
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Winner and loser? 
Laer. None but his enemies. 
King. Will you know them then? 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope 
my arma; 


And, like the kind life-rend' ring petican, 
Repast them with my blood. 


King. Why, now you speak 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman, 
That I am cuiltleſs of your father's death, 
And am most sensibly in grief for it, 
It sball as level to your judgment“ Near, 
As day does to your eye. 


Danes. [within.) Let ber come in. 
Laer. How now ! what noise is that? 


Enter Oxnz11a, fantastically dreſsd with 5traws 
and fiower 5. 


O heat, dry up my brains! tears, seven times 
salt, 

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye! — 

By heaven, thy madneſs shall be pay'd with 
weight, 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! — 

0 . is't possible, a young maid's wits 

Should be as mortal as an old man's life? 

Nature is {ine in love: and, where *tis fine, 

It sends some precious instance of itself 

After the thing it loves. 


Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the bier; 
Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonuy: 


a2 in his grave rain'd many a tear: 
Fare you well, my dove! 


il 2 
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Lacr. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst per- 
suade revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. You must sing, Down a-down, an you cull 
him a-down-a. O, how the wheel becomes it! 
It is the false steward, that stole his master's 
daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance; 
pray you, love, remember: and there is pansies, 
that's for thoughts. | 

Laer. A document in madnels; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. owed 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines : 
— there's rue for you; — and here's some for 
me: — we may call it, herb of grace o'sundays ; 
— yon may wear your rue with a difference. — 
There's a daisy: — IT would give you some vio- 
lets; but they wither'd all, when my father died: 
— They say, he made a good end, = 

tor borny Sweet Robin 1s all my joy, has 


(sings. 
Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell it- 
self, 
She turns to favour, and to prettineſs, 
Oph. And will he not come again? [sings. 


And will he not come agaia? 
No, no, he is dead, 
Go to thy death-bed, 


Te never will come again. 


His beard was as white as Snow, 
All flazen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we cast away moan 
God *a mercy on his Soul! 


And of all christian souls! I pray God. God 
be wi'you! [Exit OrnrLIA. 


Laer. Do you see this, O God? 


King. Laertes, I must commune with your 
grief, 
Or you deny me richt. Go but apart, 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you 
will, 
And they shall hear and judge "twixt you and 
me: 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom 
ive, 
Ovr crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To vou in satisfaction; but, if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
Aud we shall jointiy labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 


Laer. Let this be 20; 
His means of death, his obscure funeral, — 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, - o'er his 
bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to 
earth, 
That I must call't in question. 
King. So you shall; | 
And, where the offence is, let the great axe 
fall. 
I pray yon, go with me, 
[Exeunt, 
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$46 EN kk YL 
Another Room 10 the game. 


Enter HonATtio, and @ Servant. 


Hor. What are they, that would speak with 


me? 
Serv. Sailors, sir; | 
They say, they have letters for you. 


Hor, Let them come in. — [Frit Servant. 
J do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet, 


Enter Sailors, 


1. Fail. God bleſs you, air. 
Hor. Let him bleſs thee too. 


I. Sail, He shall, sir, an't please him, There's 
a letter for you, sir; it comes from the ambassa- 
dor that was bound for England; if your name 
be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 


Hor. [reads.] Horatio, when thou halt have overs 
lool?d this, give these fellows Some mens to the 
lang; they habe letters for lum, Fre we were two 
days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike appoint- 
ment gave us chace: Finding qurselves to Slow 0 
Sail, we put on a compell'd valour ; and in the grap- 


ple I boarded them: on the instaut, they got clear 
: : 


; of our hip; $0 I alone became their p:isoner. The 


have dealt with me, like thieves of mercy s but they 
knew what they did; I am to do @ god turn for 
them, Let the king have the letters 1 have sent; 
and repair thou to me itt as much haste as thou 
would'st fly death, I have words to speak in thine 
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ear, will make thee dumb; yet are they much too * 
light for the bore of the matter, These good fel- 
lows will bri ing thee where I am. eee e and 
Guildenstern hold their course for England: of 
them I have much to tell thee. Farewel. 

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 
Come, I will give you way for these your let- 

ters; 

And do't the s peedier, that you may direct me 
Jo him from whom you brought them. 


[Exeunt, 


GN Is. 


Another Room in the $same, 
Enter King, and LAERTIs. 


King, Now must your conscience my acquit- 
tauce seal, 

And you must put me in your heart for friend; 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 


That he, which hath your noble father slain, 


Pursu'd wy life. 
Laer. It well appears: — But tell me, 


Why you proceeded not against these feats, 


So crimeful and so capital in nature, 


As by your safety, greatneſs, wisdom, all things 
else, | 


You mainly were stirr'd up? 
King. O, for two special reasons; 


Which may to you, perhaps, seem e un- 


sinew'd, 


But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his 
mother, 


171 almost by his looks; and for myself, 
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(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
She is so conjunctive to my life aud soul, 
That, as tle star moves not but in his sphere, 
J could not but hy her. The other motive, 
Why to a publick count I might not go, 
Js, the great love the general gender beer him: 
Who, dipping all his faults ia their. affection, 
Work like the spring that turueth wood to 
stone, . 
Convert his gyves to graces; $0 that my ar- 
| rows, 
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wiad, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them. 
Lauer. And so have Ia noble father lost; 
A sister driven into desperate terms; 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again, 
Stood chellenger on mount of all the age 
For her perſections: — But my revenge will 
come. 
King. Break not your sleeps for that: you 
mast not think, 
That we are made of stuff so flat and dull, 
That we can let our beard be shook with 
danger, | 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear 
more: 
T lov'd your father, and we love ourself; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine, — 
How now? what news ? 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 
This to your majesty; this to the queen. 
King. From Hamlet! Who brought them? 
ess. Sailors, my lord, they say: I saw 
them not; 
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They were given me by Claudio, he received 


them 


Of him that brought them. 


King. Laertes, you shall hear them: — 
Leave us. [Exit Mess. 


reads. ] High and miglity, you «hall know, I am 
Set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow Shall I beg 
leave to see your kingly eyes: when I Shall, first 
asking your pardon thereunto, recount the occasion 
of my sudden and more Strange return, 


Hamlet, 


What should this mean? Are all the rest come 
back? | 


Or is it some abuse, and no such ching? 
Laer. Know you the hand? 


King. Lis Hamlet's character. Na ed, — 


And, in a postsccipt here, he says, alone: 


Can you advise me? 8 


Laer. I am lost in it, my lord, But let. him 
come; 


Tt warms the very sicknels in my heart, 
That 1 slall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, — 
As how should it he so? — how otherwise? — 
Will you be ruPd by me? 

Laer. Ay, my lord; 
So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To. thine own peace. 

return'd, — 

As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — TI will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall: 


If he be now 


| 


ies 
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And for bis death no wind of blame shall 
breathe; 

But even his mother shall uncharge the prac- 
tice, 

And call it, accident. 


Laer. My lord, IL will be rul'd; 
The rather, if you could devise it 80, 
That I might be the organ. 

Ring. It "Falls right, 
You have been talk'd of since your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's- hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you sbine: your sum of 

parts 

Mid not together pluck such envy from him, 
As did that one; and that, in my regard, 
Of the unworthiest siege 


Laer. What part 18 thas my lord ? 


King, A very ribband in the cap of youth, 
Yet needfol too; for youth no leis becomes 
The light and carelels livery that it wears, 
Than settled age bis sables, and his weeds, 
Amporting health, and gravenels. — Two months 
since, 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 

J have seen myself, aud serv'd against, the 
Freuch, 

And they can well on horseback: but this gal- 
laut 

Had witchcraft in't; he grew unto his seat; 

And to such woud'rous doing brought bis 


| horse, 
As he had been incorps'd and demy-natur'd 
With the brave beast: 80 far he topp'd my 
| thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 
Come short of what he did. 
Laer. A Norman, was't? 
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King. A Norman. 
Laer. Upon my life, Lamord. 
Ring. The very same. 


Laer. I know him well: he is the brooch, 
indeed, | 
And gem of all the nation. 


King, He made confession of you; 
And gave you such a masterly report, 
For art and-exercise in your defence, 
And for your rapier most especial, 
That be cried out, *twould be a sight indeed, 
If oue could match you; the scrimers of their 

nation, 

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppos'd them: Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with you, 
Now, out of this, — 

Lacr. What out of this, my la1d? 


King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a beart? 
Laer. Why ask you this? 
King. Not that I think, you did not love your 
father; — 
But that T know, love is begun by time; 
And that I see, in passages of proof, 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it; 
And nothing is at a like goodnels still; 
For goodnels, growing to a plurisy, | 
Dies in bis own too-much: That we would do. 
We should do when we would; for this would 
. changes, ; 
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And hath abatements and delays as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents; | 

And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh, 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o' the 
ulcer: 

Hamlet comes back; What would you under 

take, 
To shew yourself in deed your father's son 
Niore tban in words ? 


Laer. To cut his throat i' the church. 


King. No place, indeed, should murder sano- 

tuarize; 

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good 
Laertes, 

Will you do this, keep close within your 
chamber: 

Hamlet, return'd, sball know you are come 
bome: 

We'll put on those shall praise your excellence, 

And $et a double varnish on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in line, 
together, 

And wager oer your heads: he, being remils, 

Most generons, and free from all contriving, 

Will not pernse the foils; so that, with ease, 

Or with a little shuflling, you may choose 

A $sword unbated, aud, in a pals of practice, 

Requite him ſor your father. 

Laer. I will do't: | 

And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword. 

1 bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it, 

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare, 

Collected from all simples that have virtue. 

Under the moon, can save the thing from death, 

That is but scratch'd withal: I'll touch my 
point 
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With this N N that, if I gall him slight- 
V5 

It may be death. 

King. Let's further think of this; 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and 

| means, 

May fit us to our shape: if this should fail, 

And that our drift look through our bai! per- 
formance, 

"Twere better not assay'd; therefore, this pro- 
ject 

Should bee a back, or second, 
hold, 

If this should blast in proof. 
gee: — 

We'll make a $solemn wager on your cun— 


| ninge, — 
T ha't: 


When in your motion you are hot and dry, 

(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 

And that he calls for drink, III have preterr'd 
him 

A chalice for the nonce; whereon but sipping, 

If he by chance escape your venon'd stuck, 


Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what 
| noise? 


that might 


Solt; — let me 


Enter Queen, 


How now, sweet queen? 
Queen, One woe doth tread upon another's 
hee], 
So fast they follow: — Your sister's drown'd, 
Laertes. 
Laer. Drown'd! O, where? 


Queen, There is a willow grows ascaunt the 
brook, 
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That shews his hoar leaves in the glassy 
stream; 
Therewith fantastick garlands did she make 
Of crow - lowers, nettles, daisies, and long pur- 
les, 

That liberal Shepherds give a grosser name, 
But our cold maids do dead men's lingers call 
them: | 
There on the pendant boughs ber coronet 

weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envions sliver broke; 
When down her weetdy trophies, and hersel, 
Fell in the weeping brook, Her cloaths spread 
| wie; 
And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up: 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old 
tunes; 
As one incapable of her own distrels, 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
Unto that element: but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their 
drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious 
| lay 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas then, she is drown'd ? 
Queen. Drown'd, drown'd, 


Laer, Too much of Water hast thou, poor 
Ophelia, | 
And therefore 1 forbid my tears: But yet 
It is our trick; nature her custom holds, 
Let shame say what it will: when these are 
one, 
The woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord! 
{ have a speech of tire, that fain would 
5 blaze, 
But that this folly drowns it. Exit. 
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Ring. Let's follow, Gertrude: 
How much I had to do to calm his rage! 
Now fear TI, this will give it start again; 
Therefore, let's follow. 


[ Freunt, 
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A Church-yard. 
Enter two Clowns, with spades, ele. 


1. Clown. Is she to be bury*d in christian burial, 
that wilfully seeks her own salvation? 

2. Clown, I tell tbee, she is; therefore, make 
her grave straight: the crowuer hath set on her, 
and finds it christian burial. 


1. Clown. How can that be, unleſs she drown'd 
herself in her own defence ? 

2. Clown, Why, 'tis found so. 
I. Clown. It must be se offendendo;z it cannot 
be else. For here lies the point: If I drown my- 
self wittingiy, it argues an act: and an act hath 
three branches; it is, to act, to do, and to per- 
form: Argal, she drown'd herself wittingly. 

2, Clouu. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1. Clown, 
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1. Clown, Give me leave. Here lies the water; 
good: here stands the man; good: If the man go 
to this water, and drown himself, it is, will be, 
nill he, he goes; mark you that: but if the water 
come to him, and drown him, he drowns not 
himself: Argal, he, that is not guilty of his own 
death, shortens not his own life. 


2. Clown. But is this law ? 


1. Clown. Ay, marry is't; crowner's-quest law. 
2. Clown, Will you ha' the trum on't? If this 


had not been a gentlewoman, she should have 
been bury'd out of christian burial, | 


1. Clown, Why, there thou say'st: And the 
more pity; that great folks should bave counten- 
ance in this world to drown or hang themselves, 
more than their even christian. Come; my spade. 
There is no ancient gentlemen but gardiners, ditch- 
ers, and grave-makers; they hold up Adam's 
profession. 


2. Clown, Was he a gentleman? 


1. Clown, He was the first that ever bore arms. 
2. Clown, Why, be had none. 


1. Clown. What, art a heatben? How dost 
thou understand the scripture? The scripture 
says, Adam digg'd; Could he dig without arms? 
J']! put another question to thee: if thou an- 
swer'st me not to the purpose, confeſs thyself — 


g. Clown. Go to. | 
1. Clown. What is he, tbat builds stronger than 


either the mason, the shipwright, or the car- 
penter ? 


2. Clown. The gallows- maker; for that frame 
outlives a thousand tenants. | 

1. Clown, J like thy wit well, in good faith; 
the gallows does well: But how does it well? 

Vol. VIII. T 
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it does well to those that do il]: now thou dost 


Il, to say, the gallows is built stronger than the 
church; argal, the gallows may do well to thee. 
To't again; come. 

2. Clown. Who builds stronger than a mason, 
a shipwright, or a carpenter? | 


1. Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 
2. Clown. Marry, now I can tel]. 

1. Clown. To't. 

2. Clown. Maſs, I cannot tell. 


Enter Hurt, and HonAr To, at a distance. 


1. Cloun. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; 
for your dull aſs will not mend his pace with 
beating: and, when you are ask'd this question 
next, say, a grave-makerz the houses that he 
makes, last till doomsday. Go, get thee to 
Vaughan, and fetch me a stoup of liquor. 

[Exit 2. Clown, 


He digs, and sings. 


In youth when I did love, did love, 
Methought, it was very Sweet, 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my be- 
hove | 
O, methought, there was nothing meet. 


Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his busi- 
neſs? he sings at grave-making. | '1 


Hor. Custom bath made it in him a property 
of easinels. | 


Ham. Tis &en so: the hand of little employ- 
ment bath the daintier sense. 
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1. Clown. But age. with his Stealing Steps, 
[sings, 
Hath clawd me in his clutch, 
And hath shipped me into the land, 
As if I had never been such. 


(throws up a scull. 


Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and could 
8ing once: How the knave jowls it to the ground, 
as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first 
murder! This might be the pate of a politician, 


which this aſs now o'er-reaches; one that would 
circumvent God, might it not? 


Hor. It might, my lord. 


Ilam. Or of a courtier; which could say, Good- 
morrow, S et lord! How dost thou, good lord? 
This might be my lord such-a-one, that prais'd 
my lord such-a-one's horse, when he meant td beg 
it; might it not? D 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 


Iam. Why, e'en so: and now my lady Worm's; 
cheplets, and knock'd about the mazzard with a 
sexton's spade: Here's fine revolution, an we had 
the trick to 8ce't. Did these bones cost no more 


the breeding, but to play at loggats with them ? 
mine ache to think on't, 


* 


1. Clown, A pich- axe, and a spade, a spade, 
7 ; ; | (s1ngs, 
For — and a Shrouding Sheet : 


O, a pit of clay for to be made 


For such a guest is meet. | 
[throws up a scull. 


Ham. There's another: Why may not that be 
the scull of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits 
now, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his 


12 
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tricks? why does he suffer this rude knave now 
to knock him about the sconce with a dirty shovel, 
and will not tell him of his action of battery ? 
Humph! 'This fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer of land, with his statutes, his recognizan- 
ces, bis fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries : 
Ts this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of 
his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine 
dirt? wall his vouchers youch him no more of his 
urchases, and double ones too, than tbe length 
and breadth of a pair of indentures? The very 
conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in this 
box; and must the inheritor himself have no more? 
ha? 


Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 
Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins? 
Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins too. 


Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek 
out assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow: 
— Whose grave's this, sirrah ? 


1. Cloun. Mine, sir. — 


O, a pit of clay for to be made l sings. 


For such a guest is mcet. 


Ham, I think it be thine, indeed; for thou ly'st 
in't. 

1. Clown. You he out on't, sir, and therefore it 
is not yours: for my part, I do not lie in't, yet 
it is mine. | 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it 
is thine: 'tis for the dead, not for the quick; 
therefore thou ly'st. 


1. Clown. "Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away 
again, from me to you. 


Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 


— 


e wr 


1. Clown. For no man, sir. 
Ham. What woman then? 

1. Clown. For none neither, 
Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 


1. Cloun., One, that was a woman, sir; but, 
rest her soul, she's dead. 


Ham. How absolute the knave is! we must 
speak by the card, or equivocation will undo us. 
By the lord, Horatio, these three years I have 
taken note of it; the age is grown so picked, that 
the toe of the peasant comes so near the heel of 
the courtier, he galls bis kibe. — How long bast 
thou been a grave- maker? - 


1. Clown, Of all the days i' the year, I came 


to't that day that our last king Hamlet overcame 
Fortinbcas. 


Ham, How long's that since? 4 


1. Clown, Cannot you tell that? every fool can 
tell that: It was that very day that young Ham- 


Jet was born; he that is mad, and sent into Eng- 
land. | 


Iſlam. Ay, marry, why was he sent into Eng- 
land ? 


1. Clown, Why, because he was mad: he shall 
recover bis wits there; or, if he do not, tis no 
great matter there. 


Ham, Why? | | 

1. Clown. Twill not be seen in him there; there 
the men are as mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad? | 

1. Clown, Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

I. Clown, Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground? 
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1. Clown. Why, here in Denmark; T have been 
sexton here, man, and boy, thirty years, 


Iam. How long will a man he i' the earth ere 
he rot? 


1. Clown. *Faith, if he be not rotten before he 
die, (as we bave many pocky corses now-e-days 
that will scarce hold the Jaying in,) he will Jas. 
you some eight year, or nine year: a tanner wall 
last you nine yer. 


Ham. Why he more than another ? 


I. Clown, Why, sir, his hide is so tann'd with | 


bis trade, that he will keep out water a great 

while; and your water is a sore decayer of your 
whoreson dead body. Here's a scull now hath 
lain you i'the earth three-and-twenty years. 


Ham. Whose was it? 

1. Clown. A M horeson mad fellow's it was; 
Whose do you think it was? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. | 
| 1. Clown. A pestilence on him for a mad rogne! 


be pour'd a flaggyn of Rhenish on my bead once, 


This same scull, sir, was Lotick's scull, the king's 
jester. 


Ham. This? 


ſtakes the 5cull, 
1. Clown, Ven that, 


Ham. Alas, poor Yorick! —'I knew him, Ho- 


ratio; a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent 
fancy : he hath borue me on his back a thousand 
times; and now, how sbhorr'd in my imagiuation 

it is! my gorge :15e8 at it. Here hung those lips, 
that I bave kifs'd I know not how oft. Where 

be your gibes now ? your gambols? your songs? 
your flashes of merriment, that were wont to set 
the table on'a roar? Not one now, to mock your 


own grinning? quite chap-fallen? Now get you 
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to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint 
au inch thick, to this favour she must come; make 
her laugh at that. — Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. | 


or. What's that, my lord? 


Ilam. Dost thou think, Alexander look'd o' this 
fashion i' the earth? 


lor. Een 80. 
Ham, And smelt 80 ? pah ! 


[throws down the gcull. 
Tlor. E'en so, my lord. 


Iiam, To what base uses we may return, Ho- 
ratio! Why may not imagination trace the noble 


dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung- 
hoge ? 


Hor. Twere to consider too curiously, to con- 
sider so. 


Ham. No, faitb, not a jot; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to 
lead it: As thus; Alexander died, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander returneth to dust; the dust is 
earth; of earth we make loam: And why of that 
loam, whereto he was converted, OY” they not 
stop a beer-barrel ? 


Imperious Caesar, dead, and turn'd to clay, 

Nizht stop a hole to keep the wind awa 

O, that that earth, which vept the edt. in 
ae, 

Should patch a wall to expel the winter's 

flaw ! 
But soft! but soft! aside; — Here comes the 

king, 
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Enter Priests, etc. in procession; the corpse of 
OrnkLIA, LaENTES and Mourners following it; 
King, Queen, their Trains, etc. | 


The queen, the courtiers: Who is this they 


follow ? | 
And with such maimed rites! This doth be- 
token, | 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate 
| band 


Fordo its own life. "Twas of some estate; 
Couch we a while, and mark, 


[retiring with Horatio. 
Laer. What ceremony else? 


Ham. "That is Laertes, 
A very noble youth: Mark. 


Laer. What ceremony else? 
1. Priest. Her obsequies have been as far en- 


larg'd 

As we have warranty: Her death was doubt- 
ful ; | 

And, but that” great command - o'ersways the 
order, 


She sbould in ground unsanctify'd have lodg'd 

Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers, 

Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be throwa 
| on her: 

Yet here sbe is allow'd her virgin crants, 

Her maiden strew meats, and the bringing home 


Of bell and burial. 
Laer. Must there no more be done? 
Priest. No more be done; 


We should profane the service of the dead, 


To sing a requiem, and such rest to ber 
As to peace-parted souls. 
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Laer. Lay her i' the earth; — 
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring! — I tell thee, churlish 
riest, 
A minist'ring angel shall my sister be, 
When thou liest howling. 
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia: 


Queen, Sweets to the sweet: Farewel! 
. | [Scattermg goers 
I hop'd, thou sbould'st have been my Hamlet's 
wife; of 
I thought, tby 8 to have deck'd, sweet 
maid, 
And not have strew'd thy grave. 
Laer. O, treble woe 
Fall ten times tieble on that cursed head, 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Depriv'd thee of! — Hold off the eaith a 


while, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine 
arms; [ leaps into the grave. 


Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead; 

Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 

To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 

Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. [advancing.} What is he, whose grief 

Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of sor- 

row ; 

Conjures the wand'ring stars, and makes them 

__ s$tand 


Like wonder-wounded hearers? this is T 
Hamlet let Daae. 


7 
[ leaps into the grave. 


Laer. The devil take thy soul! 
grappling with him. 
Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat; 
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For, though I am not splenetive and rash, 
Yet bave I in me something dangerous, 


Which let thy wisdom fear; Hold off thy 


hand. 
King. Pluck them azunder. 


Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet! 
All. Gentlemen, — 


Hor. Good my Jord, be quiet. 


[The Atendunts part them, and they come 
out 0/ the Stabe. 


4 


Ham. Why, 1 will ſight with him upon this 
theme, 25 
Until me eye-lids will no longer wag. 


Queen, O my son! what theme? 


Ham. I lov'd Ophelia; forty thousand bro- 
thers 
Could not with a'l their quantity of love 
Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do for 
her? | 
King. O, be is mad, Laertes, 
Queen. Vor love of Gods, forbear him. 


Ham, *'7,cunds, shew me what thou'tt do: 

Woul't weep ? woul't fight? woul't fast? woul't 
tear thys81i? 

WovVt drink vp esel? eat a crocodile? 

Pl do't. — Dost thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping' iu her grave? 

Be buried quick wiih her, and so will I: 

And, if x hl prate of mountains, let them 
throw 

Millions of actes on us; till our ground, 

Singeing bis pate against the burning zone, 

Make Oesa like a wart! Nay, an thou'lt 
mouth, | 8 

Tl rant as well as thou. 


een. This is mere madneſs : 
And thus a while the tit will work on him; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When that her gol den couplets are disclos'd, 
His Slençe will sit drooping. 


Ilam. Ilear you, sir; 
W hat is the reason that you use me thus? 
J lov'd you ever” Put it is no malter; ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he ma 
The cat will mew, and dog will bave his day. 


[ Exit. 

King, I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon 
im. — | Exit Ion Ant. 

Strengthen your patience in our last night's 
speech; [to Laertes. 


We'll put the matter to the present push. — 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your 
80. — 

This grave shall have a living monument: 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we 8ee; 

1ill then in patience our proceeding be. 


[Exeunt. 


T2 . »% 


2460 H A M L E T. 


S C E N E II. 


A Hall in the Castle. 
Enter Hanke and HoRAT1T0O. 


Ham. So much for this, sir: now Shall you 
| see the other; — 
You do remember all the circumstance ? 


Hor. Remember it, my lord! 


Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 
ſigbting, 
That would not let me sleep; methought, I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rash- 
ly, 
And prais'd be rasbnels for it —, Let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometime serves us well, 
When our deep plots do pall: and that should 
teach us, 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 


or. That is most certain. 


Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My s%ea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark 
Gcop'd I to find out them: had my desire; 
Fivger'd their packet; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again: making 80 bold, 
My fſ-ars forgetting manners, to unscal 
Their grand commission; where I found, Ho- 

ratio, 

A royal knavery; an exact command, — 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With, ho! such bugs and goblins in my life, — 
That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 
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No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 
My head should be struck off. 
Hor. Ts't possible? 2 
Iam. Here's the commission; read it at more 
leisure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed? 
Hor, Ay, beseech you. 
Ham, Being thus 
lames, : 
Or I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play; — I sat me down; 
Devis'd a new commission; wrote it fair: 
J once did hold it, as our statists do, 
A basencſs to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service: Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote? 
Hor. Ay, good my lord. 
Ham. An earnest conjnration from the king, — 
As Eugland was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them-like the palm might 
flourish ; 
As peace should sull her wheaten garland wear, 
And stand a comma "tween their amities; 
And many such like ases of great charge, — 


That, on the view and knowing of these con- 
tents, 


Without debatement further, more, or leſs, 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not sluiving time allow'd, 
Hor. How was this seal'd? 
Hom. Why, even in th 
| nant; | | 
I had my father's signet in my purse, 
Which was the model of that Danish seal: 
Folded the writ up in form of the other; 


benetted round with vil. 
KK 


at was heaven ordi- 
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Subgcrib'd it; gave 't the impression; plac'd it 


safely, | 
The changeling never known: Now, the next 
day 
Was our sea- fight; and what to this was se- 
eat 


Thou know'st already. 


Hor. So Guildenstern and Rozencrantz go 
to't. | 
Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment ; 
They are not near my conscience; their defeat 
Does by their own iusinuation grow: 
'Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the paſs and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 
Hor. Why, what a king is this! 
Ham. Does it not, think thee, stand me now 
upon ? 
He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my 
mother; 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes; 
Thrown out his angie for my proper life, 
And with such cozenage; is't not perfect con- 
science, | 
To quit bim with this arm? and is't not to be 
damn'd, 5 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil? 
Hor. It must be shortly known to him from 
Eagland. | 
What is the issue of the businels there, 
Ham, It will be short: the interim is mine; 
And a man's life's no more than to say, one, 
But [| am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself; 
For by the image of my cause, I see 


The portraiture of his, I'll count bis favours: 
But, sure, the bravery of bis grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor. Peace; who comes here? 


: F 
Enter Os nICX. 


Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Deumark. a 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. — Dost know 
this waterfly? 

Hor. No, my good lord, 


Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis 
a vice to know him: He hath much land, and 
fertile: let a beast be Jord of beasts, and his crib 
$hall srand as the king's meſs: Lis a chongh ; but, 
as I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at lei- 
sure, I should impart a thing to you from his 
majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence 
of spirit: Your bonnet to his right use; tis for 
the bead. % 

Or. T thank your lordship, 'tis very bot. 


Ham, No, believe me, tis very cold; the wind 
is northerly. 


Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham But yet, methinks, it is very 6ultry and 
hot; or my complexion — 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord; it is very sultry.— 
as twere, — I cannot teil how. — My lord, his 


majesty bade me signify to you, that he has laid 


a great wager on your head: Sir, this is the mat- 
ter, — 


Ham. I beseech you, remember — 
{ Hamlet moves him to put on his kat. 
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O:r. Nay, good my lord; for my ease, in good 
faith. Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes: 
believe me, an absolute pentleman, full of most 
excellent differences, of very soft society, and 

reat shewing : Indeed, to speak feelingly of him, 
0 is the card or calendar of gentry, for you shall 
find in bim the continent of what part a gevtle- 
man would see. | 

Ham, Sir, his definement suffers no perdition 
in you; — though, I know, to divide him inven- 
torially, would dizzy the anthmetick of memory: 
and yet but raw neither, in respect of his quick 
Sail. But, in the verity of extolment, I take him 
to be a soul of great article; and his infusion of 
such dearth and rarenels, as, to make true diction 
of him, bis semblable is his mirrour; and, who 
else would trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 


Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of 
him. 5 

Ham. The concernancy, sir? why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breath? 


Osr. Sir? 


Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another 
tongue? Lou will do't, sir, really. 


Ham. What imports tbe nomination of this 
gentleman ? 


Osr. Of Laertes? 


Hor, His purse is empty already; all his golden 
words are spent. | | 

Ham. Of him, sir. 

Osr. TI know, you are not ignorant — 

Ham. I would, you did, sir; yet, in faith, if 
vou did, it would not much approve me; — Well, 
sir. 


Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is — 


Ham. 
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Ham. T dare not confeſs that, lest T * VANE) 
now 


compare with him in excellence; but, to k 
a man well, were to know himself. | 


Osr. T mean, sir, for his weapon; but i the 
imputation laid on him by them, in his meed he's 


unſellow'd. | 
Ham, What's his weapon ? 
Osr. Rapier and dagger. 


r45 


Ham. That's two of his weapons : but, well. 


Osr. The king, sir, hath wager'd with him six 
Barbary horses: against the which he has im- 
pawn'd, as I take it, six French rapiers aud po- 
niards, with their assigns, es girdle, hangers, and 
80: Three of the carriages, in faith, are very dear 
to fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most deli- 


cate carriages, and of yery liberal conceit, 
Ham. What call you the carriages? 


Hor, I knew, you must be edified by the mar- 


gent, ere you bad done. ht 
O:r. The carriages, sir, are the bangers. 


Ham. The phrase would be more german to 
the matter, if we could carry a cannon by our 
sides; I would, it might be hangers till then. 
But, on: Six Barbary horses against six French 
swords, their assigns, and three libera] -conceited 
carriages ; that's the French bet against the Dauish: 


Why is this impawn'd, as you call it? 


Vol. VIIL. K 


Osr. The king, sir, hath lay'd, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not 
exceed you three hits; be hath lay'd, on twelve 
for nine; and it would come to immediate trial, 
if your lordsbip would vouchsafe the answer. 


„ 


[ 
| 
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Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall: If it 
please his majesty, it is the breathing time of day 
with me: let the foils be brought, the gentleman 
willing, and the king, hold his purpose, I will 
win for him, if I can; if not, I will gain nothing 
but my shame, and the odd hits. 

Osr. Shall I deliver you $0 ? 


Ham, To this effect, sir; after what flourish 
your nature wall. 


Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. 
[ Exit, 
Ham. Yours, yours. — He does well, to com- 
mend it himself; there are no tongues else for's 
turn. 


Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell 
on his head. | 


Ham. He did comply with his dug, before he 
suck'd it. Thus has he (and many more of the 
same breed, that, I know, the drossy age dotes 
on,) only got the tune of the time, and outward 
habit of encounter; a kind of yesty collection, 
which carries them through and through the most 
fond and winnow'd opinions; and 4 but blow 
them to their trial, the bubbles are out. 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. My lord, bis majesty commended him to 
you by young Osrick, who brings back to him, 
that you attend bim in the hall: He sends to 
know, if your. pleasure hold to play with Laer- 
tes, or that you will take longer time. 


Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they fol- 
low the King's pleasure: if his fitneſs speaks, 
mine is ready; now, or whensoever, provided IL 
be so able as now. | 
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Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming 
down. 


Ham. In happy time. 


Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gen- 
tle entertaiument to Laertes, before you fall to 


play. 
3 She well instructs me. [Exit Lord. 


Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 


Ham. I do not think so; since he went into 
France, T have been in continual practice; T 8hall 
win at the odds. But thou would'st not think, 
bow ill als here about my heart: but it is no 
matter. a 


Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 


Ham. It is but foolery; but it is euch a kind of 
gain-giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 


Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it: 
I will forestal their repair bither, _ Say, you 
are not fit. 


Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury; there is a 
special providence i in the fall of a sparrow. If it 
be now, 'tis not to come; if it be not to come, 
it will be now; if it be not now, yet it will 
come: the readineſs is all: Since no man, of aught 


he leaves, knows, what is't to leave betimes ? 
Let be. | 


Enter King, Queen, LArNnTESͤ, Lords, Os RIC, 
and Attendants with ſoils, etc. 


King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 


[The King puts the hand of "EROS into that 
of Hamlet. 


Ham. Give me your pardon, sir: 1 have done 
you wrong; 


K 2 


Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes? Never, Ham- 


— 


. 


But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence knows, and you must needs have 
heard, 

How I am punish'd with a sore distraction, 

What I have done, 7 

That might your nature, honour, and exception, 

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madneſs. 


let: 
If Hamlet from himself be ta'ea away, 
And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laer- 
_ | | 

Then Hamlet does ite not, Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it then? His madneſs: If't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd; 
His madneſs is poor Hamlet's enemy. 
Sir, in this audience, 
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me 80 far in your most generous thoughts, 
That I have shot my arrow o'er the house, 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer. T am satisfy'd in nature, 
Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge: but in my terms of honour, 
T 8tand aloof; and will no reconcilement, 
Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 
I have a voice and precedent of peace, 
To keep my name ungor'd: But till that time, 
I do receive your offer'd loye like love, 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I embrace it freely; 
And will this brother's wager frankly play, — 
Give us the foils; come on. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham, I'Il be your foil, Laertes; in mine igno- 

F rance 7 

Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 
Stick firy off indeed. | 
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Laer. You mock me, sir. 
Ham. No, by this hand. 
King. Give them the foils, young Onrick. — 
Cousin Hamlet, 
You know the wager ? 
Ham. Very well, my lord; 
Your grace bath laid the odds o' the weaker side. 
King, I do not fear it; T have seen you both: — 
But since he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 
Lacr, This is too heavy, let me see another. 
Ham. This likes me well: These foils have all 
a length ? [ They prepare to play. 


Or. Ay, my good lord. 
King. Set me the Stoups of wine upon that 
table; — 
If Hamlet give the first, or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 
Let al) the battlements their ordnance fire; 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 
And in the cup an union shall he throw, 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn; Give me the 
cups; | ne 
And let the kettle to the tronic speak, 
The trumpet to the canuoneer without, 
The cannous to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet, — Come, begin; — 
And you, the judges, hear ; a wary eye. 
Ham. Come on, sir. 


Laer. Come, my lord. [T hey play. 


Tam. One. 
Laer, No. 
Ham, Judgment. 


Or. A hit, a very palpable kit. 
Laer. Well, — again. 


King, Stay, give me drink: Hemlet, this is pearl 
is thine; _ 0 
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Here's to thy bealth. — Give him the cup. 
[Trumpets sound; and cannon Shot off within. 
Ham. I'll play this bout first, set it by a while. 
Come. — Another bit; What say you? 
[ They play. 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confels. 
King. Our son shall win. 
Queen, He's fat, and scant of breath. — 
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows: 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good madam, — 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 


Queen. T will, my lord; — I pray you, pardon 


me. 
King. It is the poison'd cup; it is too late. 
; [ Aside. 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam; by and 
by. 


Soom Come, let me wipe thy face. 
aer. My lord, I'll hit him now. 
King. I do not think it. 
Laer. And yet it is almost against my con- 
* science. [As ide. 
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes: You do 
but dally ; 
J pray you, pals with your best violence; 
I am afeard, you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you so? come on. [ They play. 
Osr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 
 [Laertes wounds Hamlet; then, in scuſffling, 
they change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds 


Laertes. 
King. Part them, they are incens'd. | 
Ham. Nay, come again. [The queen falls. 


Osr. Look to the queen there, bo! 
Hor. They bleed on both sides: — How is it, 
N my lord ? 


i LT. 187 
Ocr. How is't, Laertes? 
Laert. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, 
Osrick; | 
I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery, 
Hom. How does the queen ? 
King. She swoons to see them bleed. | 
Queen, No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my 
dear Hamlet! — 
The drink, the drink; — I am poison'd! [dies. 
Ham, O villainy! — Ho! Jet the door be 
lock's ; | 


Treachery! seek it out. [Laertes falls. 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art 
slain; 


No medicine in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not half an hour's life; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

Unbated, and envenom'd: tbe foul practice 

Hath tuin'd itself on me; lo, here U lie, 

Never to rise again: Thy mother's poison'd ; 

1 can no more; — the king, the king's to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom'd too! — 

Then, venom, to thy work, [stabs the king. 


 Osr. and Lords. Treason! treason ! 


King. O, yet defend me, friends, T am but hurt, 
Ham, Here, thou incestuous, murd'rous, dam- 


ned Dane, 
Drink off this potion: — Is the union here? 
Follow my mother. {King dies. 


Laer. He is justly serv'd; 
It is a poison temper'd by himself. — 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet: 
Nline and my father's death come not upon thee; 


Nor thine on me! dies. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow 
thee. | 


I am dead, Horatio ; — Wretched queen, adieu! — 
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You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had 1 but time, (as this fell serjeant, death, 
Is strict in bis arrest,) O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be: — Horatio, Jam dead; 
Thou liv'st; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatished. 
Tor. Never believe it; 
] am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Ilere's yet some liquor left. 
Ham. As thou'rt a man, — 
Give me the cup; let go; by heaven, Ill have 
it, — 
O God!. — Horatio, what a wounded name, 
Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind 
me ? 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 
Absent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story. — 


[Mar ch afas off, and shot within, 
What warlike noise is this? 


Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come 
from Poland, x 
To the ambassadors of Kogland gives 
This warlike volley. a 
Ham. O, I die, Horatio; 
The potent poison quite o'er-crows my k spirit; 
I cannot live to bear the news from England: 
But I do prophesy, the election lights 
Ou Fortinbras; he has my dying voice; 
So tell him, with the occurrents, mors and leſs, 
Which have Solicited, — The rest is silence. [dies. 


Hor. Now cracks a noble heart : — Good night, 
sweet prince; 3 
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest! — 
* does the drum come e bither ? n within, 
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Enter ForTt1ixBRAS, the English Ambassadors, 
| and Others. 


Fort. Where is this sight! 2 
Hor. What is it, you would see? 
If eught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 


Fort. This quarry cries on havock! — O proud 
death ! 


What ſeast is toward in thine eternal cell, 
That thou so many princes, at a shot, 
So bloodily hast struck? 

1. Amb, The sight is dismal; 
And our affairs from 1: ngland come too late: 
The ears axe seuselels, that ahne give us hear- 

ing, 

To tell bim, bis commandment is fulſalbd, |; 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead: 
Where should we have our thauks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
- Tad it the ability of life to thauk you ; 
He vever gave commandment ſor their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from Eng- 
land, 
Are here arriv'd; give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view; 
And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world, 
How these things came about: So shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts; 
Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters; 
Of deatbs put on by cunning, and forc'd cause; 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall'n on the inventors' heads: all this can I 
Truly deliver. 
Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 
And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortnne; 
J have some rights of memory in this kin gdom, 
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Which now to; claim my vantage doth invite me. 
Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on 
more: | 

But let this same be presently perform'd, 

Even while men's minds are tyild; lest more mis- 
chance, | 

On plots, and errors, bappen. 

Fort. Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

To have prov'd most royally: and, for his pas- 
Sage, | 

The soldiers' musick, and the rites of war, 

Speak loudly for bim. — 

Take up the bodies: — Such a sight as this 

Becomes the field, but here shevws much amiſs. 

Go, bid tbe soldiers shoot. [A dead march. 

[Exeunt, bearing off the dead bodies ; after 
which, a peal of ordnance is $hot of 7. 
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Persons Represented. 


Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio, a Senator. 

Two other Senators. 

Gratiano, brother to Brabantio. 

Lodovico, kinsman to Brabantio. 

Othello, the Moor : 

Cassio, his Licutenant ; 

Iago, his Ancient. 1 5 — 

Roderigo, a Venetian Gentleman, 

Montano, Othello's predecessor in the government 
of Cyprus. 

Clown, Servant to Othello. 

Herald. 


Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio, and wife to 
Othello. 

Emilia, wife to Tago. 

Bianca, à courtezan, mistreſs to-Cassio. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, Sailors, 
Attendants, etc. 


% 


SCENE, for. the first Act in Venice; during the 
res: of the play, at a sea-port in Cyprus, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Venice. A Street. 


- 


Enter RopERIGO, and Taco, 


Rod. Tusn, never tell me, I take it much 


il 

K | 1 

That thou, Iago, — . hast had my purse, 1 

As if the strings were thine, -— sbould'st-know | 
of this. 


Iago. 


I did dream of 'such a matter, abhor me. 


'Sblood, but you will not hear me: if 1 
ever . | 
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Rod. Thou told'st me, thou did'st hold him 
in thy hate. 
Ingo, Despise me, if I do not. Three great 

ones of the city, | 

In personal suit to make me bis lieutenant, 

Oft capp'd to him; — and, by the faith of 
man, | 

I know my price, I am worth no worse a 
place: 

But be, as loving his own pride and purposes, 

Evades them, with a bombast circumstance, 

Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war; 

And, in conclusion, nonsuits my mediators ; 

For, certes, says he, I have alread 

Chosen my officer. And what was he? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife; 

That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster; unleſs the bookish theo- 
rick, 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 

As masterly as he: mere prattle, without prac- 
tice, | 

Is all his soldiership. But, he, sir, had the 
election: | 

And I, — of whom his eyes had seen the 
proof, 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus; and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, — must be be-lee'd and 
calm'd | 

By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 
And I, (God bleſs the mark!) his Moor - ship's 
ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been 
his hangman. | 
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Iago. But there's no remedy, tis the curse of 
| service; | 
Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge 
vourself, 


Whether I in any just term am aſlin'd 
To love the Moor. 


Rod I would not follow him then. 
Iago. O, sir, content you ; 

J follow him to serve my turn upon him: 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 

Cannot be truly follow'd. You sball mark 

Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 

Wears ont his time, mnch like his master's aſs, 

For nought but provender; and, when he's old, 
cashier'd ; | 

Whip me such honest knaves: Others there 
are, 

Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves; 

And, throwing but shows of service on their 

lords, 

Do well thrive by them, and, when they have 

| lin'd their coats, | 

Do themselves 3 these fellows have some 
soul; 

And such a one do I profeſs myself. 

For, sir, 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago: 

In following him, I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end: ' 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 
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In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But Iwill wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For doves to peck at: I am not what I am. 


Rod, What a full fortune does the thick - lips 
7 owe, 
Tf he can carry't thus! 
Tago. Call up her father, 
Rouze him; make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets; incense her kins- 
a men, == 
And, though be in a fertile climate dwell, 
Plague him with flies: though that his joy be 
a joy, ; 
Yet throw a such changes of vexation on't, 
As it may lose some colour. | | 
Rod. Here is her father's house; I'II call 
aloud. 
Iago. Do; with like timorous accent, and 
dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spy'd in populous cities. 
Rod. What ho! Brabantio! signior Brabantio, 
ho! 
Iago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! thieves! 
thieves ! thieves ! 


Look to your house, your daughter, and your 
Aags ! 4 
Thieves! thieves! 


BrnananTio, above, at a window, 


Bra. What is the reason of this terrible sum- 
mons ? 
What is the matter there? 


Rod. Signior, is all your family within? 
Iago. Are your doors lock'd ? 


Bra. 


C. 


Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this? 


Iago. Jounds, sir, you are robb'd; for shame, 
put on your gown; 


Your heart is burst, you have lost half your 
soul; A 


Even now, very now, au old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you; 
Arise, I say. 3 

Bra. What, have you lost your wits? 


Nod. Most reverend signior, do you know my 
voice? | 


Bra. Not I; What are you? 
Rod. My name is — Roderigo. 
Bra. The worse welcome:. 


I have charg'd thee, not to haunt about my 
doors: 6 


In honest plainneſs thou hast beard me say, 


My daughter is not for thee; and now, in mad- 
nels, 


Being full of supper, and distempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. | 


Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 
Bra. But thou must needs be sure, 
My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 
Bra, What tell st thou me of robbing? this 
15 Venice; 
My house 1s not a grange. 
Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 
In simplo and pure soul I come to you, 


Iago. Zounds, sir, you are one of those, that 
will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because 
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we come to do you service, you thipk we are 
ruſhans: You'll bave your daughter cover'd with 
a Baibary borse; you'll have your nepbews neigh 
to you: you'll have coursers for cousins, and gen- 
nets for germans, 


Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

lago. J am one, sir, that comes to tell you, 
your daughter and the Moor are now making the 
beast with two backs. 15 


Bra. Thou art a villain, 
lago. You are — a senator. 


Bra. This thou sbalt answer; 1 know thee, 
Roderigo. 
Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I 
| beseech you, 

If't be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 

(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daugh- 
ter, 

At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night, 

'Fransported — with no worse nor better guard, 

But with a os of common hire, a gondo- 

lier, — 

To the groſs clasps of a lascivions Moor, — 

If this be known to you, and your allowance, 

We then have done you bold and saucy 
wrongs; 

But, if you know not this, my manners tell 
mez, 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 

That, from tbe sense of all civility, 

I thus wonld play and trifle with your reve- 
rence ; 

Your daughter, — if you have not given her 
leave, — 

say again, hath made a groſs revolt; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, aud fortunes, 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger, 


Of bere and every where: Straight satisfy 
yourself: 
If she be in her chamber, or your house, 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. - 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! | 
Give me a taper; — call up all my people: — 
This accident is not unlike my dream, 
Belief of it oppresses me already : — | 
Light, I say! light! Exit, from above; 
Iago. Farewel; for I must leave you: 
It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if I stay, I shall, 
Against the Moor: For, I do know, the 
| state, — 
However this may gall him with some 
check, — DN ts | 
Cannot with safety cast him; for he's embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 
(Which even ow stand in act) that, for their 
souls, | 
Another of his fathom they have not, 
To lead their businels; in which regard, 
Though I do bate him as I do hell pains; 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 
J must shew out a flag and sign of love, | 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall 
surely find bim, 
Lead to the Sagittar the raised search; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewel. 
[Exit; 


Enter, below, BrnaBaAnTio, and Servants with 
torches; 


Bra. Tt is too true au evil: gone she is! 
And what's to come of my despised time, 
Is nought but bittetnefs. — Now, Roderigoz 
L 2 e 
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Where didst chou bee her? — 0 unhappy girl! — 
With the Moor, say'st thou? — Who would be 
a a father? 
How didst thou know 'twas she? — o, thou 
deceiv'st me | 
Past thought! — What said she to you? — Get 
more tapers; .. 
Raise all my 29 — Are they n think 
1 


Nod. Truly, I think, they are. 


Bra. O heaven! — How got she out? — O 

treason of the blood! — 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' 
minds 

By what you see them act. — Is there not charms, 

By which the property of youth and maidhood 

May be abus'd? Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 


Rod. Yes, sir; I have, indeed. 
Bra. Call up my brother. — O, that you had 


had her! — 


Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 


Rod. IT think, I can discover him; if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house FI 

call ; 
I may command at most: — Get weapons, bo! K 
And raise some special officers of night. — 
On, good ne, III deserve your pains. 
en. 
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. 
The wa Another street. 


Enter Or uro, Taco, and Attendants, 


Jago. Though in the trade of war I have 
slain men, 
Yet do J hold it very stuff o' the conscience, 
To do no contriv'd murder; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service: Nine or ten 
times 


I had thought to Lave yerk'd him here under 
the ribs. | 


Oth. Tis better as it is. 


Iago. Nay, but he prated, 
And spoke such scuryy and proyoking terms 
Against your honour, | | 
That, with the little godlineſs I have, 
IJ did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir, 
Are you fast marry'd? for, be sure of this, — 
That the magniſico is much belov'd; 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's: he will divorce you; 
Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might, to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable: 

Oth. Let him do his spite: 


My b services, which I bave done the signiory, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to 
know, | } 

(Which, when I know that boasting is an 
honour, - 

I $sball promulgate,) J fetch my life and being 

From men of royal siege; and my demerits 
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May speak, unbonnetted, to as proud a fortune 

As this that I bave reach'd: For know, Iago, 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

1 would not my unhoused free condition 

Put into circumscription and confine 

For the sea's worth. But, look! what lights 
come yonder? | 


Enter Cass10, at a distance, and certain officers, 
with torches. 


Iago. These are the raised father, and his 
friends: 


You were best go in, 


Oth. Not I: 1 must be found; 
My parts, my title, and my perfect soul, 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they? 
Jago, By Janus, I think no. 
Oth. The servants of the duke, and my lieu- 
tenant. N | 
The goodneſs of the night upon you, friends! 
What is the news? | 
Cas. The duke does greet you, general; 
And he requires your haste, post - haste appear- 
_ anee, 
Even on the instant. 
Oth, What is the matter, think you? 
Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may di- 
n ö 
It is a busineſs of some heat: the gallies 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night, at one another's heels; 
And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met, 
Are at the duke's already : You bave been hotly 
call'd for; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
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The senate hath sent about three several quests, 
To search you out, 


Oth. Tis well I am found by you. 
J will but spend a word here in the house, 
And go with you, Exit. 
Cas. Ancient, what makes be here? 
Tago, Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land 


carack ; 
Tf it prove lawſu] prize, he's made for ever. 


Cas, I do not understand, 
Tago. He's married. 


Cas. To who? 
Re-enter Or ur L o. 


Iago. Marry, to — Come, captain, will you 
8⁰ | 
Oth. Have with you. 


Cas, Here comes another troop to seek for 
you, 


Enter BranaxT10, RODERIOO, and Officers of 
night, with torches and weapons. 


Tago, It is Brabantio: — general, be advis'd; 
He comes to bad intent, 


Och. Hola! stand there! 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief! 
[ They draw on both rides. 


Iago. You, Roderigo! come, sir, I am for 
you, | 


Oth, Keep up your bright swords, tor the 
dew will rust them, -— 
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Good signior, you shall more command with 
years, 


Than with your weapons. 


Bra. O thon foul thief, where hast thou 

stow'd my daughter? 

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her: 

For I'il rcfer me to all things of sense, 

If she in chains of magick were not bound, 

Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and hap- 

* 

So opposite — marriage, that she shunn'd 

The wealthy cmled darlings of our nation, — 

Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 

Kun from her guardage to the sooty bosom 

Of such a thing as thou; to fear, not to de- 
light, 

Judge me the world, if *tis not groſs in sense, 

That thou hast practis'd on her with foul 


charms ; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or mine- 
| rals, 
That waken motion: — I'Il have it disputed 


on: 
"Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I theretore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant; — 
Lay hold upon him; if he do resist, 
Subdue him at his peril. 
Och. Hold your bands, c 
Both you of my inclining, and the rest: 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known 


it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you that I 
0 — | 


To answer this your charge? 
Bra, To prison; till fit time 


— — 
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Of law, and course of direct session, 
Call thee to answer. 


Och. What if T do obey? 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied; 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 
Upon some present busineſs of the state, 
To bring me to him? | 

Offi. "Tis true, most worthy signtor, 
The duke's in council; and your noble self, 
I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How! the duke in council! | 
In this time of the night! — Bring him away: 
Mine's not an idle cause; the duke bimself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state, | 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their 

own: 

For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond- slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen 


be. 
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SCENE III. 


The same. A Council-Chamber, 


The Duke, and Senators, sitting at a table; Offi- 
cers attending. 


Duke. There is no composition in these news, 
That gives them credit. 

1. Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ; 
My letters say, a hundred aud seven pallies. 


Duke. And mine, a bundred and forty, 


2. Cen. And mine, two hundred: 
But though they _ not on a just account, 
(As in these cases, where the aim reports, 
"Vis oft with difference,) yet do they all con- 
firm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke, Nay, it is possible enough to judg- 
ment ; ; 
T do not so secute me in the error, 
Pat tbe main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. | 
Sailor. [within.) What ho! what ho! what 
| ho! 8 


Enter an Oſſicer, with à Sailor. 


Offi. A wessenger from the gallies. 
Duke. Now ? the businels? 
Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rho- 
des; 
So was I bid report here to the state, 
By signior Angelo. 
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Duke. How say you by this change? 


1. Sen. This cannot be, 

By.no assay of reason; tis a pageant, 

To keep us in false gaze; \\ ben we consider 

The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk; 

And let ourselves again but nnderstand, 

That, as it more concerns the Tuik than Rho- 
des, 

So may he with more facile question bear it, 

For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dreſs'd in; — if we make thought 
of this, 

We must not think, the Turk is 80 unskilful, 

To leave that latest, Which concerns him first; 

Neglecting an attempt of ease, and gain, 

To wake, end wege, a danger proſitleſs, 


Duke. Navy, in all confidence, he's not for 
Rhodes. 
Ofi. Here is more news. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due course toward the isle of 
Rhodes, 3 


Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 


1. Sen, Ay, 80 I thought: — How many, as 
you guels ? 
Mes. Of thirty gail: and now do they re- 
stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance 2 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Signior Mon- 
ta no 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 
With bis free duty, recommends you thus, 
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And prays you to believe him. 


Dule. Tis certain then for Cyprus. — 
Marcus Lncchese, is be not in town? 


1. Sen, He's now in Florence. 


Duke, Write from us; wish him, post, post- 
haste dispatch. | 


1. Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 
Moor. 


Enter BnAnANTIO, OTtne1.10, Taco, Ropentrco, 


and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight em- 
ploy you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 
I did not see you; welcome, gentle signior; 


[to Brabantio, 
We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 


Bra. So did I yours; Good your grace, par- 

don me; 

Neither my _ nor aught I heard of busi- 
nels, 

Hath rais'd me from my bed; nor doth the ge- 
neral care | 

Take hold on me; for my particular grief 

Is of 80 flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature, 

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 

And it is still itself. 


Duke. Why, what's the matter? 

ira, My daughter! O, my daughter ! 
Sen. Dead ? Ig | 
Bra. Ay, to me; 22 


She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted 


By spells and medicines bought of mounte- 
banks : 


For nature so preposterously to err, 
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Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sans witchcraft could not. 


Due. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul pro- 

ceeding, | 

Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself, 

And you of her, the bloody book of Jaw 

You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 

After your own sense; yea, though our proper 
son 

Stood in your action. 


Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it 
seems, 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs, 
Hath bither brought. 
Duke and Sen. We are very sorry for it. 
Duke. What, in your own part, can you 88 
to this ? (to Othello. 


Bra. Nothing, but this is 80. 


Och. Most potent, grave, and reverend signi- 
ors 
My very noble end approv'd good masters, — 
That T have ta'en away this old man's daugh- 
ter 
It is most ery true, I have married ber; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my 
speech, 
And little blels'd with the set phrase of peace; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' 
pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have 
us'd | 
Their dearest action in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I speak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 


20 6 


And therefore little sball J grace my cause, 
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious 
atience, 
T will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what 
charms, 

What conjuration, an] what mighty magick, 

(For such proceeding I ain charg'd withal,) 

T won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold; 

Of spirit «0 till and quiet, that her motion 

Blush'd at herself; And sbe, — in spite of na» 
ture, 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing, — 

To fall in love with what she fear'd to look 
on ? , 

It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect, 

That will confels — perfection so could err 

Against all rules of nature; and must be driven 

To find out practices of cunning hell, 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch apain, 

That with some mixtures powerful o'er the 
blood, | 

Or with some dram conjur'd to this effect, 


He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof; 
Without more certain and more overt test, 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern $8eeming, do prefer against him. 

1. Sen. But, Othello, speak: — 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affec- 
tions ? | 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 

As soul to soul attordeth ? 


Oth. I do beseech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
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And let her speak of me before her father: 
It you do find me fonl in her report, 
The trust, the oflice, I do bold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. | 

Dulz. Fetch Desdemona hither, 


Oth. Ancient, conduct them; you best know 
the place. — : 


[Exeunt Taco, and Attendants, 


And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 

1 do confels the vices of my blood, 

So justly to your grave ears T1 present 

How: I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 

And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Oth. Her father 

Lov'd me; oft invited me; still question'd me. 

The story of my life, from year to year; 

The battles, sieges, fortunes, that I have paſg'd: 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field; 

Of hair breath scapes i' the immineut deadly 
breach ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery; of my redemption thence, 

Aud portance in my travel's bistory: | 

herein of antres vast, and desarts idle, 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads 
touch heaven, 

It was my hint to speak, such was the procels; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things 
to hear, | 

Would Desdemona seriously incline: 


| 
1 
1 
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But still the house affairs would draw her 
thence ; | 

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse: Which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour; and found good 
means | 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 

That T would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 

But not intentively: I did consent; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, | 

When 1 did speak of some distreſsful stroke, 

That my youth suffer'd. My story being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs; 

She swore, — In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas 

passing strange; 
"Twas pitiful, 'twas N pitiful: 
She wish'd, sbe had not heard it; yet she 
ne; wisb'd 

That heaven had made her such a man: she 
thank'd me; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I 
spake: N | | 

She lov'd me For the dangers I had past; 

And I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 

This only is the, witchcraft I have us'd; 

Here comes the lady, let her witnels it. 


Enter Dzspzmona, Taco, and Attendants. 


Duke. I think, this tale would win my daugh- 
ter too. — | 

Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best: 

Men do their broken weapons rather use, 


Than 


nnen % 23 
Than their bare hands. 


Bra. I pray you, hear her speak: 
If she confels, tbat she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on wy head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man! — Come hither, gentle mis» 
| trels; | 
Do. you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe 'obedience? 


Des. My noble father, 
I do perceive bere a divided duty: 
To you J am bound for life, and education; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter: Bat here's my 

husband ; 

And so much duty as my mother sbew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 


Bra. God be with you! — I have Gone: wa 

Plesse it your grace, on to the state affairs; 

T had rather to adopt a child, than get it. — 

Come hither, Moor: 

J here do give thee that with all my heart, 

Which, but thou hast already, with all my 
heart 

I would keep from thee, — For your sake, 
jewel, 

Lam glad at soul I bave no other child ; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on them. — I bave done, my 


lord. 
Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a 
sentence, | 
Which, as a grise, or step, may help these 
lovers“ 


Into your fayour. 
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When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 


By seeing the Worst, which late on hopes de- 
pended. 


To mourn a mischief that is past and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserv'd when fortune takes, 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb'd, that smiles, steals something from 
the thief; 

He robs himself, that spends a bootlelſs grief. 


Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile; 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he 


hears : | 

But he bears both the sentence and the sor- 
row, 

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience bor- 
TOW. 


These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 

But words are words; I never yet did hear, 

That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the 
ear 


I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of 


State, / 


Duke. The Turk with a most mighty prepara- 
tion makes for Cyprus: — Othello, the fortitude 
of the place is best known to you: And though 
we have there a substitute of most allow'd suffi- 
ciency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistrels of ef- 
fects, throws a more safer voice on you: you 
must therefore be content to slubber the glols of 


your new fortunes with this more stubborn and 
boisterous expedition. 


Oth. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
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My thrice-driven bed of down: I do agnize 


A natural and prompt alacrity, 
T find in hardneſs; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition; 
With such accommodation, and besort, 
As leyels with her breeding. 

Dule, If you please, 
Be't at her father's. 

Bra. I will not have it so. 

Och. Nor I. 


Des. Nor I; I would not there reside, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear; 

And let me find a charter in your voice, 
To assist my simplenels, 


Duke, What would you, Desdemona ? 
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with 


him, | 
My down-zight violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world; my heart's subdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my lord: 
I 8aw Othello's visage in his mind; 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence: Let me go with him. 


Och. Your voices, lords: — heseech you, let 
her will 
Have a free way. 


M2 
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Voueh with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite; G 

Nor to comply with heat, the young affects, ' 

In my defunct and proper satisfaction; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 

And heaven 8 your good souls, that you 
think 

I will your Serious and great businels scant, 

For she is with me: No, when light- wing d 
toys 

Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton aa 

My speculative and active instruments, 

That my disports corrupt and taint my bust- 
nels, 

Let hoysewives make. a skillet of my helm, 

And all indigu and base adversities - 

Make head against my estimation! 


/ 


Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either, for her stay, or going: the affair cries — 
haste, 
Aud speed must answer it; you must hence to- 
night. 
Des. To— night, my lord? 


Duke, This night. | 
Oth. With all my heart. 


Duke. At nine i' the morning here we'll meet 
again. 


Othello, leave some officer behind, | 

And he shall our commission bring to you:! 

With such things else of quality and respect, 

As doth import you. | 
Oth. Please your grace, my ancient; 

A man he is of honesty, and trust: 

To his conveyance I assign my wife, EN 

With what else needtul your good grace chal 

think 
To be sent after me. 


me 


=. 


Duke. Let it be 80. — 


Good night to every one, — And, noble signior, 


| [to Brabantio. 
Tf virtue no delighted beauty lack, | 


Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 


1. Sen. Adieu, brave Moor! use Desdemona 
well, OS, | 


Bra. Look to her, Moor; have a quick eye f 


to see; ; 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 
» [Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, etc. 


Och. My life upon her faith, — Honest 
Iago, | 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee: 

I prythee let thy wife attend on ber; 

And bring them after in the best advantage. — 

Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour 

Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 

To spend with thee: we must obey the time. 
[Exeunt OTneLLo, and DzsDEMONA, 


Rod. Iago. | | 
Tago. What say'st thou, noble heart? 
Rod. What will I do, think'st. thou? 
lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 


Iago, Well, if thou dost, I shall never love 
thee after it. Why, thou silly gentleman! 


Rod. It is sillineſs to live, when to live is a tors 


ment: and then have we a prescription to die, 


when death is our physician. 


lago. O villainous! I have look d upen the 
world for four times seven years: and since I 
could distinguish between a benefit and an injury, 


I never found a man that knew how to love bim - 


28 oO THE L. I. O. 


self. Ere I would say, I would drown myself 
for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would change my 
humanity with a baboon. 


Rod. What should I do? I confeſs, it is my 


shame to be 80 fond; but it is not in virtue to 
amend it. | 


Iago, Virtue? a fig! 'tis in ourselves, that we 
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens; 
to the which, our wills are gardeners: so that if 
we will plant nettles, or sow lettice; set byssop, 
and weed up thyme; supply it with one gender 
of herbs, or distract it with many; either to have 
it steril with idleneſs, or manured with industry; 
why, the power and corrigible authority of this 
lies in our wills. If the balance of our lives had 
not one scale of reason to poise another of sen- 
suality, the blood and bageneſs of our natures 
would conduct us to most preposterous conclu- 
sions: But we have reason, to cool our ragin 
motions, our carnal stings, our unhitted lusts; 
whereof I take this, that you call — love, to be 
a 8ect, Or scyon. 


Rod. It cannot be. 


Tago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a 
permission of the will. Come, be a man: Drown 
thyself? drown cats, and blind puppies. I bave 
profeſs'd me thy friend, and I confeſs me knit to 
thy deserving with cables of perdurable tough- 
neſs; I could never better stead thee, than now. 
Put money in thy prrse; follow these wars; de- 
feat thy favour with an nsurped beard; I say, 
put money in thy purse. It cannot be, that Des- 
demona should long continue her love to the 
Moor, — put money in thy purse; — nor he his 
to her: it was a violent commencement, and thou 
Shalt see an answerable sequestration ; — put but 


money in thy purse. — These Moors are change- 


\ 


able in their wills; — fill thy purse with money: 
the food that to him now is as luscious as locusts, 
shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. 
Sbe must change for youth: when she is sated 
with his body, sbe will find the error of her 
choice. —Ske must have change, sbe must: there- 
fore put money in thy purse. — If thou wilt 
needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way 
than drowning. Make all the money thou canst: 
If sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring 
Barbarian and a super-subtle Venetian, be not too 
hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou 
shalt enjoy ber; therefore make money. A pox 
of drowning, thyself! it is clean out of the way: 
seck thou rather to be hang'd in compassing thy 
joy, than to be drown'd and go without her. 

wd. \Vilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I de- 
pend on the issue? 

Ingo. Thou art sure of me; — Go, make money: 
— have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and apain, I hate the Moor: My cause is hearted; 
thine hath no leſs reason: Let us be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him: if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. 
There are many events in the womb of time, 
which will be delivered. Traverse; go; provide 
thy money. We will have more of this to- mor- 
row. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i' the morning? 

Iago. At my lodging. 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. | 

Iago. Go to; farewel. Do you hear, Roderigo ? 

Rod. What say you ? 

Iago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 

Rod. IT am changed. I'll sell all my land. 

Iago. Go to; farewel: put money enough in 
your purse. [Exit RopeniGO, 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse: 
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Far I mine own gaia'd knowledge should profane, 

If I would time expend with such a snipe, 

But for my sport, and profit, I hate the Moor; 

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 

He bas done my office: I know uot, if't be true; 

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well; 

The hetter sball my purpose work on him. 

Cassio's a proper man; Let me 8ee now; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will; 

A double knavery, — How? how? — Let me 

see: — 

After some time, to abuse Othello's ear, 

That be is too familiar with bis wife: — 

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 

To be suspected; fram'd to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest, that but scem to be 503 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose, 

As asses are. 

T have't; — it is engender'd ; — Hell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's 
| light, | (Exit. 


Ac T 11. 8 0 EN E I. 


A Sea-yort town in Cyprus. A Platform. 


Enter Mosraxo, and two Gentlemen. 


Mon. What from the cape can you discern at 
Sea ? 

1, Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought 
flood; 


J cannot, 'twixt the haven and the main, 
Descry a sail. 


Mon. Methinks, the wind hath poke aloud 
at land ; 
A fuller blast ne'er . our battlements: 
If it bath rufflan'd so upon the sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on 
them, 


Can hold ny ones f. what shall we hear of 
this © ; 


/ 
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2. Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet: 
For do but stand upon the foaming sbore, 
The chiding billow seems to pelt sbe clouds; 
The wind ho k'd surge, with high and monstrous 

main, 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole: 
I never did like molestation view 


On the enchafed flood. 


Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 
Be not inshelter'd and embay'd, they are 
drown'd ; 
It is impossible they bear it out. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


3. Gent. News, lords! our wars are done; 
The desperate tempest hath 80 bang'd the 
Turks, 
That their designment halts: A noble ship of 
Venice | 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet, 


Mon. How! is this true? 


5. Gent. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronese: Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore: the Moor himself's at see, 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 


Mon, I am glad on't; 'tis a worthy govern- 
our. 
3. Gent, But this same Cassio, — though he 
speak of comfort, 
Touching the Turkish loſs, — yet he looks 
sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe; for they were 
parted 
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With fou] and violent tempest. 


Mon. Pray heaven he be; 
For I have serv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho! 
As well to see the vessel that's come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial 

blue, 

An indistinct regard. 


Gent. Come, let's do so; 
For every minute Is expectancy 
Of more ariivance. 


Enter Cass10. 


Cas, Thanks to the valiaut of this warlike 
isle, 
That so approve the Moor; O, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea! 


Mon, Is be well shipp'd? 
Cas. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his 
pilot + 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance; 


Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 


VF ithin.) A sail, a sail, a sail! 


Enter another Gentleman, 


Cas. What noise? 
4. Gent. The town is empty; on the brow o' 
the sea 10 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry — a sail. 


Cas. My hopes do shape him for the govern- 


our. 
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2. Cent. They do discharge their shot of 
courtesy; © 
Our friends, at least. | [Guns heard. 


Cas. 1 pray you, sir, £0 forth, 
And give us truth who 'tis that is arriy'd. 


2. Gent. I sball. [ [Extt. 
Mon. But, good lieutenant is your general 
c wiv'd ? 
Cas. Most fortunately: he hath atchiey'd a 
maid 


That paragons description, and wild fame; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And, in the essential vesture of creation, 

Daes bear all exce:lency. — How now? who 
has put in? 


Re- enter Second Gentleman, 


2. Gent. "Tis one Iago, ancient to the genera]. 


Cas, He has bad most favourable and happy 


speed: 


ee themselves, bigh seas, and howling 


winds, 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltleſs keel, 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go ekely by 
The divine Desdemona. : 


Mon. VV! lat is she? 


Cas. She that I spake of, our great ware 
| \ captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold Iago; 
Whose footing here anticipates; our thoughts, 
A se'nuights speed. — Great Joye, Othello 
guard, : | 


£1 
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And swell his sail, with thine own powerful 


breath ; 
That he. may biels this bay with his. tall ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Desdemona's atms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits, 


And bring all Cyprus comfort! — O, behold, 


Enter De8peEmona, Emirra, Taco, Roperioo, 
and Attendants, 


The riches of the ship is come on shore! 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your, knees; — 
Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 


Enwheel thee round! 


Des. I. thank you, valiant Cassio. 


What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 


Cas. He is not yet arriv'd; nor know I avght 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 


Des. O, but I fear; — How lost you com- 
pauy? 
Cas. The great contention of the sea I 
i akies 
Parted our fellowship: But, hark! a sail. 


[Cry within, A sail, a Sail! Then guns 
heard. 


e. Gent. They give their greeting to the cita- 
del; 


This likewise is a friend. 


Cas. See for the news. — [Exit Gentlemen. 
Good ancient, you are welcome; — Welcome, 
mistreſs: — * [to Emilia. 
Let it not gall your patience, good Jago, 
That T extend my manners; tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold shew of courtesy. 


lis sing g her. 


36 © T H B L- L O. 


Tago. Sir, would she give you so much of 
her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 
You'd have enough. 


Des. Alas, she has no speech. 


Tago. In faith, too much; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep: 
Marry, before your Jadysbip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 


Emil. You have little cause to say 80. 


Iago. Come on, come on; you are pictures 
out of doors, 
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your 
| kitchens, a 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your bousewifery, and housewives in 
your beds. 


Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer! 
Tago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk; 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 
Emil. You sball not write my praise. 
Iago. No, let me not. 
Des. What would'st thou write of me, if thou 
should'st praise me? 


Iago. O gentle lady, do not put me to't; 
For 1 am nothing, if not critical, | 


Des. Come on, assay: — There's one gone to 
the harbour? 
Tago, Ay, madam. 


Des. I am not merry; but I do beguile | 
The thing I am, by. seeming otherwise. — 
Come, how would'st thou praise me? 
Iago, I am about it; but, indeed, my inven- 
tion | | 
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Comes from my pate, as bird-lime does from 
frize, 

It plucks out brains aud all: But my muse 
labours, 

And thus she is deliver'd. 

If she be fair and wise, — fairneſs, and wit, 

The one's for use, the other useth it. 


Des. Well prais'd! How if she be black and 
witty ? 
Tago, If she be black, and thereto have a 
Wit, 
She'll find a white that shall her blackneſs fit. 
Des. Worse and worse. 
Emil. How, if fair and foolish ? 
Iago. ay never yet was foolich that was 
air ; | 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 
Des. These are old fond paradoxes, to make 
fools laugh i' the alehouse. What miserable 
praise hast thou for her that's foul and foolish ? 


Iago. There's none so foul, and foolish there- 
unto, 


But does foul .pranks which fair and wise ones 


do. 


Des. O heavy ignorance! — thou praisest the 
worst best. But what praise could'st thou bestow 
on a deserving woman indeed ? oue, that, in the 


» 


authority» of her merit, did justly put on the 


vouch of very malice itself? 


Ingo. She that was ever fair, and never 
roud; | | 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said, — now J 

may 5 
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Sbe that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Dade ber wrong stay, and her displeasure fly; 
She that in wisdom never was so frail, 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail; 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her 
1 75 mind, | 
See suitors following, and pot look behind; 
She was a wight, — if ever such wight 
were, — ry 
Des. To do what ? ; 
Iago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small 
bot bet beer. | e 
Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion! — 
Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. — How say you, Cassio? is he not a 
most profane aud liberal counsellor? 


Cas. He speaks home, madam; you may relish 
him more in the soldier, than in the scholar. 


Iago. [Aside.) He takes ber by the palm: Ay, 
well said, Whisper: with as little a web as this, 
will I ensnare as great a y as Cassio. Ay, smile 
upon her, do; 1 wall gyve thee in thine own 
courtship. You say true; tis so, indeed: if such 
tricks as these stip you out of your lieutenantry, 
it bad been better you had not kils'd your three 
fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt 
to play the sir in. Very'good; well kiſs'd! an 
excellent courtesy! 'tis so, indeed, Yet again 
your ſingers to your lips? would, they were 
clyster - pipes for your sake! — [ Trumpet.] The 
Moor, — | know his trumpet, 


Cas. 'Tis truly so. 
Des. Let's meet him, and receive him, 


Cas. Lo, where he comes! 


Enter 
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Euter Orurzro, and Attendants, 


Oth. O my ſair warrior! 
Des. My dear Othello! 


Oth. Tt gives me wonder great as my content, 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy! 
If after every tempest come such calms, 

May the winds blow till they have waken'd 
death! 

And let the Jabouring bark climb hills of seas, 

Oly 'mpu5-high; and duck again as low - 

As hell's from heaven! Tf it were now to die, 

"were now to be most happy; for, I ſear, 

My soul hath her content $0 absolute, 

bat not another comfort like to this 

Succeeds in unknown fate. 


Des. The heavens forbid, 


But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ' 


Oil. Amen to that, sweet powers! — 
T cannot speak enongh of this content, 
It stops me here; it is too much of joy: 
Ant this, and this, the greatest discords be, 


Kissing her. 
That c'er our hearts shall make! 


Jago. O, vou are well tun'd now! 


But L' set down the pegs that make this musick, 
As honest as I am. 


[Aside, 
Och. Come, let's to the castle. — 
News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are 
drown'd. 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle? — 
Houey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 


] bave found creat love amongst them. 
aweet, 
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I prattle out of fashion, aud I dote 
In mine own comforts, — I pr'ythee, good Tago, 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desde- 
mona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 
[Exeunt OrnELLO, Desvemona, and Atten- 
dants. 


Ingo. Do thou meet me presently at the har- 
bour. Come hither. If thou be'st valiant, as (they 
say) base men, being in love, have then a nobility 
in their natures more than is native to them, — 
list me. The lieutenant to-night watches on the 
court of guard: — First, I must tell thee this — 
Desdemona is directly in love with him, 


Rod. With bim! why, 'tis not possible. 


Jago. Lay thy finger — thus, and let thy soul 
be instructed. Mark me with what violence she 
first loved the Moor, but for bragging, and tellin 
her fantastical lies: And will sbe love him stil 
for prating? let not thy discreet heart think it. 
Her eye must be fed; and what delight shall sbe 
have to look on the devil? When the blood is 
made dull with the act of sport, there should be, 
— again to inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh 


appetite, — lovelinels in favour; sympathy in 


years, manners and beauties; all which the Moor 
is defective in: Now, for want of these required 
conyeniences, her delicate tenderneſs will find it- 
self abused, begin to heave the gorge, disrelish 
aud abhor the Moor; very nature will instruct her 


in it, and compel her to some second choice. 


Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most pregnant 
and unforced position,) who stands so eminently 
in the degree of this fortune, as Cassio does? a 
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knave very voluble; no farther conscionable, than 
in putting on the were form of civil and humane 
sceming, for the better compassing of his salt and 
most hidden loose affection? why, none; why, 
none: A slippecy and subtle knave; a finder out 
of occasions; that has an eye can stamp and 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantage 
never present itself: A devilish knave! besides, 
the knave is handsome, young; and bath all 
those requisites in him, that folly and green 
minds look after: A pestilent complete kuave; 
and the woman hath found him already, 


Rod. TI cannot believe that in her; she is full 
of most bleſs'd condition. 


ago. Blels'd fig's end! the wine she drinks is 
made of grapes: if she had been bleſs'd, she 
would never have loved the Moor: Bleſs\] pud- 
ding! Didst thon not see ber paddle with the 
palin of his hand? didst not mark that? 


Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but 
courtesy. » 


Iago* Lechery, by this hand; an index, and 
oh«cure prologre, to the history of lust aud foal 
thoughts, They met so near with their ſips, 
that ibeir breaths emhiaced together. Vitlainous 
thoughts, Roderigo! when these mutvalities 80 
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion: 
Pish! — But, sir, be you ruled by me: I have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to-night; 
for the command, I'II lay't upon you: Cassio 
knows you not; — Til not be far from you: Do 
you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by 
8peaking too loud, or tainting his discipline; or 
from what other course you please, which the 
time shall more favourably minister. 


Rod. Well. 
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Jago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler; 
and, haply, with his truncheon may stiike at 
you: Provoke him, that he may: ſar, een out 
of that, will T cause these of Cyprus to mutiny ; 
whose qualilication shall come into no true taste 
again, but by the displanting of Cassio. Sov shall 
vou have a sborter Journey to your desire, by 
the means I shall then have to prefer them; and 
the impediment most profitably removed, with- 
out the which there were no expectation of our 
prosperity. | 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any 
opportunity. 

lago. T warrant thee. Meet me by and by at 
the citadel: I must fetch his necessaries ashore. 
Farewel. 


Rod. Adieu. [FExit. 
Iago, That Cassio loves her, I do well believe 
it; 


Tbat she loves him, tis apt, and of great credit: 

The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not, — 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature; 

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona 

A most dear husband. Now I do love her too; 

Not out of absolute Just, (though, peradyenture, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do suspect the lustful Moor 

Hath leap'd into my seat: the thought whereof 

Doth, like a poisonous minetal, gnaw my in- 
Wards; | 

And nothing can or shall content my soul, 

Till I am even with him, wife for wife; 

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor, 

At least into a jealousy so stron 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to 
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Tf this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 

For his quick hunting, stend the putting on, 

I have our Michael Cassio on the hip; 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb, — 

For I ſear Cassio with my night-cap too; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward 

me, 

For making him egregiously an aſs, 

Aud practising upon his peace and quiet 

Even to madneſs. is here, but yet confus'd ; 

Knavery's plain face is never seen, till us'd. 
[Exit 
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A Street. 


Enter a Herald, with a proclamation; people fol- 
lowing. | 


Her, Tt is Othello's pleasure, our noble and 
valiant general, that, upon certain tidings now 
arrived, importing the mere perdition of the 
Turkisa fleet, every man put himself into 
triumph; some to dance, some to make bonfires, 
each man to what sport aud revels his addiction 
leads him; for, besides these beneficial news, it 
is the celebration of bis naptials: So much was 
his pleasure should be proclaimed, All offices 
are open; and there is full liberty of feasting, 
from this present hour of five, till the bell hath 
told eleven. Ileaven blels the isle of Cyprus, 
and our noble general, Othello! 
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A Hall in the Castle. 


Enter OruxlLo, Ds DruoxA, Cass10, and At- 
tendants. 


Oth, Good Michael, look you to the guard 

to-night ; 

Let's teach os that honourable stop, 
Not to out-sport discretion. 


Cas. Tago hath direction what to do; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to't. 
Oth, Tago is most honest. 
Michael, good night: To- morrow, with our 
earliest, 
Let me have speech with you, — Come, my 
; dear love; 
The purchase made, tbe fruits are to ensue; 
[to Desdemona, 
That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you. — 
Good night. | 


[Exeunt OTneuro, DES DEMOTA, and At- 
tendants. 


Enter IAd o. 


Cas. Welcome, Iago: We must to the watch. 


Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant; *'tis not yet 
ten o'clock: Our general cast us thus early, for 
the love of his Desdemona: whom let us not 
therefore blame; he hath not yet made wanton 
the night with her; and she is sport for Jove. 
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Cas. She's a most exquisite lady, 
Iago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 


Cas, Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 


Jago. What an eye sbe has! methinks, it 
sounds a parley of provocation. 


Cas. An inviting eye; and yet, methiaks, right 
modest. 


Ingo. And, when she . is it not an alarm 
to loy e? 


Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 


Iago. Well, bappinels to their sheets! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine; and here 
Withaut are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that 


world fain have a measure to the health of the 
black Othello. 


Cas. Not to-night, good Tago; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking: TI could well 


wish courtesy would invent some other custom 
of entertalument. 


Iago. O, they are our friends; but one cup: 
1 II drink for you. 


Cas. J have drunk but one cup to-night, and 


tbat was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what 


innovation it makes here: I am Ces in 


the infirmity, and dare not task my weakneſs 
with any more. 


Jago. What, man! 'tis a night of revels; the 
gallants desire it. 


Cas. Where are they? 


Jago. Here at the door; I pray you, call 


theu in. 
Cas. VII do't; but it dislikes me. [Exit Cassio. 


Tago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 


. 
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With that which he hath drunk to-night al- 


ready, 

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence 

As my young mistrels' dog, Now, my sick fool, 
Roderigo, 

Whom love has turn'd almost the wrong side 
outward, 

To Desdemona hath to-nigbt carous'd 

Potations pottle deep; aud he's to watch: 

Three lads of Cyprus, — noble swelling spirits, 

That hold their honours in a wary distance, 

The very elements of this warlike isle, — 

Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock 
of drunkards, 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isle; — But here they 

| come: 

If consequence do-but approve my dream, 

My boat sails freely, both with wind and 
stream. 


Re-enter CASsSs TO; with him MoxrAN O, and 
Gentlemen. 


Cas. Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse 
already. 


Mon. Good faith, a little one; not past a pint, 
as I am a soldier. 


Tago. Some wine, ho! 
And let me the canakin clink, clinks [sings. 
And let me the canalin clink ; 
A soldier's a man; © 
A life's but a spans 
Why then, let a soldier drink, 


Some wine, boys! [Vine brought in, 
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Cas. Fore heaven, an excellent song. 


Tago. J learn'd it in England, where (indeed) 
they are most potent in potting: your Dane, your 
German, and your s8wag - bellied Hollander, — 
Drink, bo! — are nothing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his 
drinking ? 

Iago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow 
your Almain; he gives your Hollander a vomit, 
ere the next pottle can be filPd, 

Cas. To tbe health of our general. 


Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and T'll do you 
justice 


Iago. O sweet England! 


King Stephen was a worthy peer, 
His breeches cost him but a crown; 
He held them $ix-pence all too dear, 
With that he call'd the tailor — lown, 


He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree: 
Ti pride that pulls the country down, 


Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 


Some wine, ho! 


Cas, Why, this is a more exquisite song than 
the other, 

Iago. Will you bear it again? 

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of 
his place, that does those things. — Well, — 
Heaven's above all; and there be souls that must 
be saved, and there be souls must not be saved. 


Iago. It's true, good lieutenant. 
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Cas, For mine own part, — no offence to the 
eneral, nor any man of quality, — I hope to 
1 saved. 
ago. And I 80 do too, lievtenant, 


Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; 
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. 
Let's have no more of this; let's to our affairs. 
— Forgive us our 8ins! — Gentlemen, let's look 
to our businels. Do not think, Genilemen, I am 
drunk; this is my ancient; — this is my right 
band, and this is my left hand: — I1 am not 
drunh now; I can stand well enough, and speak 
well enough. 


All. Excellent well. 


Cas. Why, very well then; you must not think 
then that I am drunk. [ Exit. 


Mon. To the platfarm, masters; come, let's set 
the watch. | 


Tiago. You sce this fellow, that is gone be- 
fore ; — 
Ile is a soldier, fit to stand by Caesar 
And give direction; and do but see his vice; 
'Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 
The one as long as the other; "tis pity of him. 
1 fear, the trust Othello puts him in, 


On some odd time of his inſumity, 
Wil sbake this island. 


Non. But is he often thus? 


Iago, *Iis evermore the prologne to his sleep: 
He'll watch the horologe a double set, 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well, 
The genera] were put in mind of it, 


Perhaps, he sees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 


And looks not on his evils; Is not this true? 


5 
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Enter Nop Enrico. 


Jago. How now, Roderigo? [ Aside. 

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. 
[ Exit Roderigo. 

Mon. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of an ingrait infirmity; 
It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 


Tago. Not I, for this fair island: 
J do love Cassio well; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But, hark! what 
noise? 


[Cry within, — Help! help! 


Re- enter CAss io, driving in 8 


Cas. Lou rogue! you rascal! 
Mont. What's the matter, lieutenant? 


Cas. A knave! — teach me my duty! 
I'n beat the knave into a twiggea bottle. 


Rod. Beat me! 


Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue? 
striking Roderigo. 


Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ? [Staying him, 
T pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cas. Let me po, sir, 

Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard, 


Mon. Come, come, you're drunk, 


Cas. Drunk? [ They fight, 
Iago. Away, I say! go out, and cry — a 
mutiny. 


[ Aside to Rod. who goes out. 


| 
| 
| 


_ Holds his soul light; 


Gn . 


51 

Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen, — 

Help, ho! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — 
sir; — 

Help, masters! — lexe's a goodly watch, in- 
deed! Lell rings. 

Who's that that rings the bell? — Diablo, ho! 

The town will rise: God's will, lieutenant! 


hold; 
You will be sham'd for ever. 


Enter OTnr11.0, and Attendants, 


Oth. What is the matter here? 


Mon. *Zounds, I bleed till, I am hurt to the 
death. 


Oth. Hold, for your lives. 


Iago, Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano, 
— pentlemen, — | 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty? 
Hold, bold! the general speaks to you; hold, 


for shame! 


Ock. Why, how now, ho! from whence ariseth 


this? 


Are we turu'd Turks; and to ourselves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 


For christian shame, put by this 8 


brawl: 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage, 


be dies upon his mo- 

tion. — 

Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 

From her propriety, — What is the matter, 
masters? — 

Honest Iago, that look'st dead with grieving, 


Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge 
thee. | 
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Iago. I do not know; — friends all but now, 
even now, 

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed: and then, but now, 
(As if some planet nal unwitted men,) 
Swords out, ad tiling one at other's breast, 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any begivnvg to this peevish odds; 
And *would in action glorious I had lost 
These legs, that brought me to a part of it! 


Oth, How comes it, Michael, you are thus 
forgot? | f 
Cas. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak. 
Oth, Worthy Montano, you were wont be 
civil; 
The gravity and stillaeſs of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is preat 
In mouths of wisest censure; What's the mat- 
ter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler? give me answer to it. 


Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer, Tago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now 
offends me, — 
Of all that. I do know: nor know I aught, 
By me that's said or done amils this night; 
Unlels self-charity be sometime a vice; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 
When violence assails us. 


Oth. Now, by heaven, 
My blood begins my safer guides to rule; 
Aud passion, baving my best judgment collied, 
Assays to lead the way: If I once stir, 
Or do but lifr this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
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How this foul rout began, who set it on; 

And he that is approv'd in this offence, 

Though he bad twinn'd with me, both at a 

birth, 

Shall lose me. — What! in a town of war, 

Yet wild, the people's bearts brimfull of fear, 

To manage private and domestick quarrel, | 

In night, and on the court of guaid aud safe- 

| ty! 

Tis monstrous. — Jago, who began it? | 
Mon, Tf partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 

Thou dost deliver more or leſs than truth, 

Thou art no soldier. 


lago. Touch me not so near: 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my 
mouth, 

Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 

Shall nothing wroeg him. — Thus it is, gene- 
ral. 

Montano and myself being in speech, 

There comes a fellow, crying out for help; 

And Cassio following bim with determin'd 

| sword, | 

To execute upon him: Sir, this gentleman 

Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause; 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest, by his clamour (as it to fell out) 

The town might fall in fright: he, swift of 
foot, 


Out-ran my purpose; and I return'd the rather 


For that I heard the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath; which, till to-night, 

I ne'er might 8ay before: Whea I came back, 

( For this _ brief,) I found them close toge- 
ther, 


At blow, and thrust; even as again they were, 
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When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report: — 

But men are men; the best sometimes forget: — 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 


As men in rage strike those that wish them 
best, * 


Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, receiv'd, 
From him that fled, some strauge indignity, 
Which patience could not pals. 

Oth. I know, Jago, 
Thy bonesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio: — Cassio, I love 

thee; 

But never more be officer of mine. — 


Enter Desdemona, attended. 


Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up; — 
T'll make thee an example. 


Des. What is the matter, dear? 

Oth. All's well now, sweeting; Come away 
to bed. 

Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon: 

ſto Montauo. 


Lead bim off. [Montano is led off. 

Tago, look with care about the town; 

And silence those whom this vile brawl dis- 
tracted, — 

Come, Desdemona; *'tis the soldiers' life, 

To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with 
strife. 


[Excunt all but Tago and Cassio. 


Iago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 
Cas. Ay, past all surgery. 
Tago. Marry, heaven forbid! 


Cas. 
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Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I 
have lost my reputation! I have lost the immor- 
tal part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bes- 
tial. — My reputation, Iago, my reputation. 


Jago. As I am an honest man, I thought you 
had received gome bodily wound; there is more 
offence in that, than in reputation, Reputation 
is an idle and most false imposition ; oft got with- 
out merit, and lost without deserving: You have 
lost no reputation at all, unleſs you repute your- 
self such a loser. What, man! there are ways to 
recover the general again: You are but now cast 
in his mood, a punishment more in policy than 
in malice; even 80 as one would beat his offence- 
leſs dog, to affright an imperious lion: sue to 
him again, and hes yours. | 


Cas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to 
deceive so good a commander with $0 slight, 80 
drunken, and 80 indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? 
and speak parrot? and squabble? swagger? swear? 
and discourse fustian with one's own shadow? — 
O thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no 
name to be known by, let us call thee — devil! 


Jago. What was he that you follow'd with 
your sword? What had he done to you? 


Cas. J know not. 
Iago. Is it possible? 


Cas. J remember a mals of things, but nothin 
distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — 
O, that men should put an enemy in their mouths, 
to steal away their brains! that we should, with 


joy, revel, pleasure, and applause, transform our- 
selves into beasts ! 


— — % wry 


lago. Why, but you are now well enough; 
© How came you thus recover'd ? 
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| 
| Cas. Tt bath pleased the devil, drunkenneſs, to 
| give place to the devil, Wrath: one unperfectuels 
| shews me another, to make me frankly despise 
| 


o 


myselk. 
lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler: As 


| the time, the place, and the conditiou of this f 
; country stands, I could beartily wish this bad 1 
3 not befallen; hut, since it is as it is, mend it for 
| your own good. 
| Cas, I will ask him for my place again; he 
| | shall tell me, 1 am a drunkard! Had IT as many 
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would stop 
them all. To be now a sensible man, by and by 
a fool, and preseutly a beast! O strange! — Every 
| inordinate cup is unblels'd, and the ingredient is 
a devil. . 
Iago. Come, come, good wine is a good fami- 
liar creature, if it be well used; exclaim no more 
against it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you 
think I love you. 
| Cas. I have well approved it, sir. — I drunk! 


Ingo, Yon, or any man living, may be drunk 
at some time, man. I'll tell you what you shall 
do, Our general's wife is now the general; — I 
may say so in this respect, for that he hath de- 
voted and given up himself to the contemplation, 
mark, and denotement of her parts and graces : — 
confeſs yourself freely to her; importune ber; 
$be'll help to put you in your place again: she is 
» of so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposi- 

tion, that she holds it a vice in her goodneſs, 
not to do more than she is requested: This 
broken joint, between you and her husband, en- 
treat her to splinter; and, my fortunes against 
any lay worth naming, this crack of your love 
shall grow stronger than it was before, 


- Cas. You advise me well. 


Iago. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and 
honest kindneſs. 


Cas. I think it freely; and, betimes in the 
morning, will I beseech the virtuous Desdemona 
to undertake for me: I am desperate of my for- 
tunes, if they check me here. | 


Iago. You are in the right. Good night, lieu- 
tenant; I must to the watch. 


Cas. Good night, honest Iago. [Exit Cassio. 


Iago, And what's he then, that says — I play 
the villain ? 

When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 

Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 

To win the Moor again? For *tis most easy 

The inclining Desdemona to subdue 

In any honest suit; sbe's fram'd as fruitful 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win the Moor, — were't to rencunce his 

| baptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, — 

His soul is so enfetter'd to her love, 

That she wy make, unmake, do what she 
ist, 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak function. How am 1 then a 
villain, 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 
Directly to bis good? Divinity of hell! 
When devils will their blackest sins put on, 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shews, 
As I do now: For, while this bonest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repait his fortunes, 
And she for him pleads strongly to the M 
III pour this pestilence into his ear, 
That she repeals him for her body's lust; 
And, by how much she strives to do him 

good, 

O 2 
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She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodneſs make the net, 

| That shall enmesh them all. — How now, Ro- 
derigo? 


, 
N 
1 
f Enter Rovzn16G0. 
4 
; 


| Rod. I do follow here in the chace, not like a 
F hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. 
| My money is almost spent; I have been to-night 
exceedin 'y wel cudgell'd; and, I think, the 18- 
| sue will - T shall have so much - experience 
| for my 3 and so, with no money at all, and 
{ a little more wit, return to Venice. 
| Iago. How poor are they, that have not pa- 
ö tience! — 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees? 
| Thou know'st, we work by wit, and not by 
| witchcraft ; 


And wit depends on dilatory time. | 

| Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thes. 

| And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd 

| Cassio: 

a Though other things grow fair against the zun, 

; Yet fruits, that blossom first, will I first be ripe: 

7 Content thyself a while. — By the mals, tis 

1 | morning; | 

| Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem 

| short. — 

| Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 

Away, I say; thou shalt know more hereafter: 

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod. ] Two things are 

to be dane, — 

My wife must move for Cassio to her mis- 
trels; 

I'Il set her on; 0 
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Myself, the while, to drow the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio 
find 

Soliciting his wife: — Ay, that's the way; 

Dull not device by coldneſs and delay. 


[Exit. 
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AGT m. SCENE I. 
Before the Castle. 4 


Enter Cassio, and some Musicians. 


Cas. Masters, play here : I will content your 
\ pains, 


Something that's brief; and bid — good-morrow, 
general, [ Musick, 


Enter Clown, 


Clown, Why, mazters, have your instruments 
been at Naples, that they speak i“ the nose thus? 
I. Mus. How, sir, how! 


Clown, Are these, I pray you, call'd wind in- 
struments? 


1. Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clown. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

1. Mus, Whereby hangs a tale, sir? 
_ Clown, Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument 
that i know. But, masters, here's money for you: 
and the general so likes your musick, that he 


desires you, of all loves, to make no more noise 
with It. 
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1. Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 


Clown, If you bave any musick that may not 
be heard, to't again: but, as they say, to hear 
musick, the general does not greatly care, 

1. Mus, We have none such, sir. 


Clown, Then put up your pipes in your bag, 
for VII away: Go; vanish into sir; away. 
[Exeunt Musicians. 
Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend? 


Clown. No, I hear not your honest friend; I 
hear you. i 


Cas. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a 
poor piece ol gold for thee: it the gentlewoman 
that attends the general's wife, be stirring, tell 
her, there's one Cassio entreats her a little fayour 
of speech: Wilt thou do this? 


Clown, She is $tirring, sir; if she will stir hi- 
ther, I shall seem to notify unto her, [ Exit. 


Enter TaGo. 


Cas, Do, good my friend, — In happy time, 
Iago. | 
Tago. You bave not been a-bed then? 


Cas. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, Tago, 
To send in to your wife: My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some accels. 


lago. PI send her to you presently; 
And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and busi- 
neſs 
May be more free. (Exit. 


Cas. T bumlly thank you ſor't. T never kaew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 
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Enter EMILIA. 


Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant: I am 
sorr 

For your displeasure; but all will soon be well. 

The general, and his wife, are talking of it; 

And she speaks for you stoutly: The Moor re- 

lies, 

That he, EV: hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 

And great affinity; and that, in wholesome 
wisdom, 

He might not but refuse you: but, be protests, 
he loves you 

And needs no other suitor, but his likings, 

To take the safest occasion by the front, 

To bring you in again. 

Cas. Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, — 

Give me advantage of some brief discourse 

With Desdemona alone. 


Fmil. Pray you, come in; 


I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 


Cas. I am much bound to you. [Exeunt. 
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8 C E . N | EL. a II. 
A Room in the Castle. 


Enter OTzner.r0, IaGo, and Gentlemen, 


Och. These letters give, Tago, to the pilot; 
Aud, by him, do my duties to the state: 
That done, I will be walking on the works, 
Repair there to me. 

Iago. Well, my good lord, III do't. 


Och. This fortification, gentlemen, — shall we 
see't? : 

Gent, We'll wait upon your lordship. 

; [Excunt, 


* 


Ss G E N E III. 


Before the Castle. 


Enter DRS DEMONA, CAsSs1O, and EMILIA. 


Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf, 


Emil. Good madam, do; I know it orieves 
my husband, 
As if the case were his. 


Des. O, that's an honest fellow. — Do not 
doubt, Cassia, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 


Cas, Bounteous madam, 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He's never any thing but your true servant. 


Des. O, 2 thank you: You do love my 
lord; | 
You have known him long; and be you well 
| assur'd, 
He shall in strangeneſs stand no farther off 
Than in a politick distance. | 


Cas, Ay, but ladv, 
That policy may either Jast 80 long, 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself 30 out of circumstance, 
That, I being absent, and my place supply'd, 
My general will forget my love and service. 


Des. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here, 
T give thee warrant of thy place: assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article: my ** shall never rest; 
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I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of pa- 
tience ; 


His bed sball seem a school, his board a shrift; 
I'll intermiogle every thing he does 

With Cassio's suit: Therefore be merry, Cassio; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die, 

Than give thy cause away. 


Enter OTnzr1.0 and Tago, at a distance. 


Emil. Madam, here comes my lord, 
Cas. Madam, T'll take my leave, 
Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak. 


Cas. Madam, not now; I am very ill at ease, 
Unit for mine own purposes. 


Des. Well, do your discretion. [Exit Cassio. 
Iago, Ha! I like not that. 3 


Oth. What dost thou say? 

Iago. Nothing, my lord: or if — I know not 

8 What. 

Oth, Was not that Cassio, parted from my 
wife ? 


Iago. Cassio, my lord? No, sure, I cannot 
think it, 


That he would steal away so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Och. I do believe, 'twas be. 
Des, How now, my lord? 
T have been talking with a suitor bere, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure, 
Oth, Who is't, you mean? 


Des, Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my 
lord, 


If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
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His present reconciliation take; 

For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face: 

I pr'ythee, call him back. 


Oth, Went he hence now? 

Des. Ay, sooth; so humbled, 
That he hath left part gf his grief with me; 
I suffer with kim. Good love, call him back. 


Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other 
time. 


Des. But shall't be shortly? 

Oth. The sooner, sweet, for you. 
Des. Shall't be to-night at supper? 
Oth. No, not to-night, 

Des. To-morrow dinner then? 


Oth. 1 shall not dine at home; 
I meet the captains at the citadel. 


Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or tuesday 

morn z | 

Or tuesday noon, or night; or wednesday 
morn ; — 

J pray thee, name the time; but let it not 

Exceed three days: in faith he's penitent; 

And yet bis trelspals in our common” reason, 

(Save that, they say, the wars must make ex- 
amples 

Out of their best,) is not almost a fault 

To incur a private check: When shall he come? 

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul, 

What you could ask me, that I sbould deny, 

Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael 
Cassio, / | 


That came a wooing with you; and many a 


time, 


When 1 have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
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Hath ta'en your part; to have so much to do 
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do 
much, — 
Oth. Priythee, no more: let him come when 
he will ; 


I will deny thee nothing. 


Des. Why, this is not a hoon; 

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you 
warm; 

Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 

To your own person: Nay, when I bave a 
suit, 

Wherein I meen to touch your Ros 74 Be 

It shall be full of poize and ert 

And fearful to be granted. 


Oth. T will deny thee nothing: 
Whereon, I do besc-ch thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 


Des. Sball I deny you? no: Farewel, my 

Nee lord. | 

Oth. Farewel, my Desdemona: TI will come 
to thee straight. 


Des. Emilia, come: — Be it as your ts 


teach you; 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. 


[ Exit, with Emilia. 
Oth., Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my 
soul, — | 
But I do love thee! and who J love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
Ingo. My noble lord,— 
Oth. What dost thou say, Tago ? 


Iago. Did Michael. Cassio, when you woo'd 
my lady, 
Know of your love? 


68 ee 
Otk. He dig, from first to last: Why dost 
| thou ask ? | 


Tago. But for a satisfaction of my thought; 
No further barm. | 


Oth. Why of thy thought, Togo ? 


Iago. I did not think, he had been acquainted 
with her. 


Oth, O, yes; and went between us very oft. 
Iago. Indeed? 


Oth. Tndeed! ay, indeed; — Discern'st thou 
aught in that? 
Is he not honest? 


Iago. Honest, my lord? 
Oth. Ay, honest. 


Iago. My lord, for aught I know. 
Oth. What dost thou think? 
Iago. Think, my lord? 
Oth. Think, my lord! — By heaven, he echoes 
me, 
As if there were some monster in his thought, 
Too hideous to be shewn. — Thou dost mean 
something: 5 
T heard thee say but now, — Thou lik'dst not 
that, | 
When Cassio left my wife; What did'st not 
like? 
And, when I told thee — be was of my 
counsel | 


In my whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst, 
Indeed? 

And did'st contract and purse thy brow toge- 
ther, | 

As if thou then had'st shut up in thy brain 

Some horrible conceit: If thou dost loye me, 

Shew me thy thought, 
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Iago. My lord, you know 1 love you. 


Oth. I think, thou dost; 
And, — for T know thou art full of love and 


honesty, 

And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them 
breath, — 

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the 


more : 

For such things in a false disloyal knave 

Are tricks of custom; but, in a man that's just, 

They are close denotements, working from the 
heart, 1 ; 

That passion cannot rule, 


Iago. For Michael Cassio, ak 
I dare be sworn, T think that he is honest. 


Otk. I think so too. 


lago. Men should be what they seem; 
Or, those that . would they might seem 
none 


Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem. 


Iago. Why then, I think Cassio's an honest 
man. 


Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this: 

I pray thee, spesk to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate; and give thy worst of 
thoughts e 

The worst of words. 


Iago. Good my lord, pardon me; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say, they are vile 
and false, — | | 

As where's that palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast 80 
pure, 

But some uncleanly apprehensions 
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Keep leets, and law-days, and in session fit 
With meditations lawful? i 


Oth, Thou dost conspire against thy friend, 
Iago, 


If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st 


his ear 


A stranger to thy thoughts. 


Iago. I do beseech you, — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my gueſs, 

As, I confels, it is my nature's plague 

To spy into abuses; and, oft, my jealousy 

Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you 
then, FL | 

From one that so imperfectly conjects, 

You'd take no notice; nor build yourself a 
trouble | 

Out of his scattering and unsure observance ; — 

Tt were not for your quier, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 

To Jet you know my thoughts. 


Ok. What dost thou mean? 


Iago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear 
my lord, 
Ts the immediate jewel of their souls: 
Who 5steals my purse, steals trash; 'tis some- 
thing, nothing ; 
"Twas mine, tis his, and has been slave to 
thousands ; } 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oth. By heaven, Pl know thy thought. 
Tago, You cannot, if my heart were in your 
r 
Nor sball not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 
Oth. Ha! N 


Iago. 
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Tago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 

It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth make 

The meat it 2 on: That cuckold lives in 
bliſs, | 

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 

Who dotes, 2 suspects, yet strongly 
o ves 


Oth. O misery! 


Jago. Poor, and content, is rich and rich 
enough; | | 
But riches, Anelels, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears be shall be poor: — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy! 
Oth. Why? why 1s this? 
Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions? No: to be once in 
doubt, 
Is — once to be resolv'd: Exchange me ſor v 
oat, 
When LI sbelf turn the busineſs of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 
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Matching thy inference. "Tis not to make me 


jealous, | 
To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves 
company, | 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous: 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt; 
For she had eyes, and chose me: No, Iago; 
Tl see, before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but 
this, — h 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 
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Tago. I am glad of this; for now I sball have 

reason 

To shew the love and duty that I bear you 

With franker spirit: therefore, as Jam bound, 

Receive it from me: — I speak not yet of 
proof, 

Look to your wifez observe her well with 
Cassio; 

Wear your eye — thus, not jealous, nor secure: 

I would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of selt-bounty, be abus'd; look to't: c 

I know our country disposition well; 

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 

They dare not sbew their husbands; their best 
conscience 

Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 


Oth, Dost thou say so? 
Iago. She did deceive her father, marrying 


| you ; 
And, when she seem'd to sbake, and fear your 
looks, | 
She lov'd them most. 
Oth, And so she did. 
Iago. Why, go to, then; 
She that, 80 young, could give out such a 
Seeming, 
To seel ber father's eyes up, close as oak, — 
He thought, 'twas witchcraft: — But I am much 
to blame ; Fo 
I bumbly do beseech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 
Oth. 1 am bound to thee for ever. 
Iago. I see, this bath a little dash'd your 
ppirits. 7 | 
Oth, Not a jot, not a jot. 
Iago, Trust me, I fear it has, 
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T hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my 12 — But, I do see you are 
mov'd: — 


Jam to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to suspicion. 


Oth. I will not. 


Izgo. Should you do so, my lard, 
My speech should fall into such vile 8ucceſs 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my wor- 
| thy friend: — 
My lord, I see you are mov'd, 
Oth. No, not much movy'd: — 
I do not think, but Desdemona's honest. 


Iago. Long live she so! and long live you to 
think so! 5 


Oth. And yet, how nature erring from it- 
| self, — 
Iago. Ay, tbere's the point: As, — to be 
bold with you, — 

Not to affect many proposed matches, 
Of ber own clime, 1 and degree; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends: 
Foh! one may smell, in such, a will most rank, 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 
But Bore! yin me; I do not, in position, 
Distinctly speak of her: though I may fear, 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with ber country forms, 
Aud (hapily) repent. 

Oth. Farewel, Farewel : 
Tf more thou dost perceive, let me know more; 
Set on thy wife to observe: Leave me, Iago. 


Iago. My lord, I take my leave. [ going. 


Och. Why did T marry? — This honest crea- 
ture, doubtleſs, | 
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Sees and knows more, much more, than he un- 


folds. 


Iago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your 

| honour 

To scan this thing no furtber; leave it to 

tine: 

And though it be fit that Cassio haye his 
h lace, 

(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 

Yet, if you please to hold him off a while, 

You shall by that perceive him and his means: 

Note, if your ledy strein his entertainment 

With any strong or vehement importunity 

Much will be seen in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 

(As worthy cause I have, to fear — I am,) 

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour,” 


Oth. Fear not my government. 
Iago, I once more take my leave. Exit. 


Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honesty, 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 

Of human dealings: If I do prove her haggard, 

Though that her jesses were my dear heart- 
strings, | 

Pd whistle ber off, and let her down the wind, 

To prey at fortune, Haply, for I am black; 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 

That chamberers have: Or, for I am declin'd 

Into the vale of years; — yet that's not 

hs much ; — | 

She's gone; I am abus'd; and my relief 

Must be — to Joath her. O curse of marriage, 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 

And not their zen I had rather be a 

cad!” v1. 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 


For others“ uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great 
ones; | 

Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the base: 

"Tis destiny unshunnable, like death: 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 

When we do quicken, Desdemona comes: 


Enter DzspzmonA, and Emilia. 


Tf she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself! — 


T1] not believe it. 


Des. How now, my dear Othello ? 
Yonr dinner, and the generous islanders 


By you invited, do attend your presence. 


Oth. J am to blame. 


Des. Why 1s your speech so faint? are you 
not well? 


Oth. I have a pain upon my forebead here. 
Des. Faith, that's with watching ; 'twill away 
again ; 


Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 


Och. Your napkin is too little; 
[He puts the handkerchief from him, * 
it drops. 
Let it alone. Come, II g0 in with you. 


_ Lam very sorry that you are not well. 
[Exeunt Drs. and Orv. 


Emil. I am glad, I have found this napkin; 
This was her first pragy patio? from the 
| Moor: | Ns 

My wayward husband hath a buidred times 

Woo'd me to steal it: but she 30 loves | the 
token, 

(For he conjur'd her, she ahould « erer keep it 
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That she reserves it evermore about her, 


To kiſs, and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en 
out, * 
And give it lago: 


What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I; 
I nothing, but to please bis fantasy. 


Enter IA o. 


Iago. How now! what do you here alone? 
Emil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for 


you. 

Iago. A thing for me? — it is a common 
thing. | 

Emil, Ha! 


Iago. To have a foolish wife. 


Emil. O, is that all? What will you give me 
now 
For that same handkerchief ? 


Iago. What bandkerchief ? 


Emil. What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 
Iago. Hast stolen it from her? 
Emil. No, faith; sbe let it drop by negli- 
gence z 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took t 
f up. 
Look, here it is. 
Jago. A good wench; give it me. 


Emil, What will you do with it, that you 


have been $0 earnest 9 * 4 
To have me filch it? | 


Lago. Why, what's that to you? 
[snatching it. 
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Emil. If it be not for some purpose of im- 
port | 
Give it me again : Poor lady! she'll run mad, 
When she shall Jack it. | 


Tago, Be not you known of't; I have use for 
It. 

Go, leave me. [Exit Emil. 

IJ will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin, 

And let him find it: Trifles, light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations stron 

As proofs of holy writ, This may do some- 
thing, 

The Moor already changes with my poison: — 

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poi- 
sons, 

Which, at the first, are scarce found to dis- 
taste 3 

But, with a little act upon the blood, 

Burn like the mines of sulphur. — I did say 

: 80; | 


Enter Or ur Luo. 


Look, where he comes! Not poppy, nor man- 
| dragora, 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 

Shall ever med'cine thee to that sweet sleep 

Which thou owd'st yesterday. 


Oth. Ha! ba! false to me? to me? 
Iugo. Ways. how now, general? no more of 
| that. 
Oth. Avaunt! be gone! thou hast set me on 
the rack; — 
I ewear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know't a little. 


Iago, How now, wy lord? | 
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Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours 
of lust? 


I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 

T slept the next night well, was free and mer- 
rY 4. 

J found not Canpio's kisses on her lips: 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen, 


Let bim not know it, and he's not robb'd at 
all. | 


Tago, I am sorry to hear this. 


Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I bad nothing known: O now, for ever, 
Farewel the tranquil mind! farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue! O, farewel! 
Farewel the neighing s8tced, and the shrill 

trump, | Eg: 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner; and all quality, a 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war! 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel! Othello's occupation's gone! | 


Tago. Is it possible? — My lord, 
Oth, Villain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore; | 

Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 

| [taking him by the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, | 
Thou hadst been better bave been born a dog, 
Than answer my wak'd wrath, 

Jago. Is it come to this? 

Oth. Make me to see it; or (at the least) 80 

| rove it, | TD 

That the probation bear no hinge, nar loop, 
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To bang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life! 
Tago, My noble lord, — 


Oth, If thou dost slander her, and torturs 
me 
Never pray mats abandon all remorse ; 
On borrour's head horraurs accumulate: 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth 
amaz'd, 


For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 


Jago. O grace! O heaven defend my! 
Are you a man? have you a soul, or sense? —— 


God be wr you; take mine office. — O wretch- 
ed fool, X 


Tbat liv'st to make thine honesty a vice! — 


O monstrous world! Take note, take note, O 
world, 


To be direct aud 3 is not safe. — 
T thank you for this profit; and, from hence, 
YN love no friend, since love breeds such of- 
fence, 
Oth. Nay, stay: — Thou should'st be a 


Jago. I should be wise; for houeety's a fool, 
And loses that it works for. 


Orth. By the world, \) 
I think my wife be Lane, and think She is 


not; 
1 chink that thou art just, and think thou art 
not; 
TN have some __ : My name, that was as 
fresh 


As Dian's visage, is now begrim's and Wan 


As mine own face. — If there be cords, or 
Knives, 


Felsen. or es: or suffocating streams, | 


Tl. not endure it. — Would, I were satisfied! 


Jago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with pas- 
sion: | | 


J do repent me, that I put it to vou. 


You would be satisfied 
Oth. Would? nay, I will. 


Iago. And may: But, how? how satisfied, my 
| lord ? | 
Would yon, the supervisor, groſsly gape on? 
Behold ber tupp'd ? y x FR | 


Oth. Death and damnation! O! 


Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring 1 to that prospect: Damn them 
then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster, 
More than their own! What then? how then? 
What sball I say? Where's satisfaction? 
It is impossible, you should see this, 
Were they I prime as goats, as hot as mon- 
„ t ie | 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as groſs 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 


* Which lead directly to the door of truth, — 


Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 


Oth. Give me a living reason she's dis- 
| loyal. 


Iago. I a0 not like the office: 


But, sith I am enter'd in this cause 80 far, — 


Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love, — 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

J could not sleep. 5 | 
There are a kind of men 80 loose of souh; - 
That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs; 
One of this kind is Cassio: „ ie 


In sleep I beard him say, — Sweet Daaden, 
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L.: us be wary, let us hide our loves!” 
- Aud then, sir, — he gripe, and wring my 
N band, 


Cry, — O 3weet creature! and then kiſs me 
| hard, 

As if he pluck'd up kisses by ths roots, 

That grew. upon my lips: then lay'd his leg 
Over my thigh, and eigh' d. and kils'd, and then 


Cry'd, — Cursed fate! that gave thee to the 
Moor ! 


Oth. O monstrous! manatrons) 
Iago. Nay, this was but bis dream. 


Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclusion; 
'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
Iago. And chis may help to thicken other 
pProofs, 
That do demonstrate thinly. 
| Oth, VII tear ber all to pieces. 
lago. Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing 
done; | 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a bandkerchief, 
Spotted with straw berries, in your wife's hand ? 


Ock. I gave her such a one; 'twas my first 
gift. 


Iago. I know not that: bat such a bandher- 
chief, | 

(I am sure, it was, your ity „ did I to-day. 

See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If it be that, — 


Iago. If it be that, or any that was her's, 
It speaks against her, with the other proofs. 
Otk. O, that the slave bad korty thousand 
: lives; 
One is too poor, too ak bor A revenge l 
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Now do I see tis true. — Look here, Iago; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 
"Tis gone. — 
Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted 
thtone, 
To tyrannons hate! swell, bosom,, wh thy 
} | fra: ncht. ; 
For 'tis of aspicks' tongues! | 
Iago. Pray, be content. 


Oth. O, blood, Tago, blood! 


N Patience, I say; your mind; res, 


may change. 
Oth. Never, Iago. Like to the Pontick sea, 


Whose icy current and compulsive course 


Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 

To the Propontick, and the Hellespont; 

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent 

ace, 

Sball ne'er 100 back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 

Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble 
heaven, 


In the due reverence of a sacred vow [kneels, 


I here engage my words. 


Tago, Do not rise yet. — | [kneels. 


Witnels, you 'ever-burning lights Mobs! 


i 
4a * 


You elements that clip us round about! 

Witneſs, that here Iago doth give up 

The execution of his wit, hands, beart, 

To wrong'd Othello's service! let him command, 

And to . shall be in me ee, 

What bloody work s ever. 
Och. L. greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with N Gag 


bounteous, 8905 [FTE C14) + 


. 
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And will upon the instant put thee to't: 


Within these three days let me bear thee say, 
Tbat Cassio's not alive. 


Iago. My friend is dead; 'tis done, et your 
request: 
But let her live. 


Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil, Now art thou my lieute- 
nant. 


Iago. I am your own for ever. 


83 


¶Exeunt . 
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The same. 


Enter Drspzuoxa, Emirra, and Clown. 


Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant 
Cassio lies? e 

Clown. I dare not say, he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man? 


Clown. He is a soldier; and for me to say a 
soldier lies, is stabbing. 


Des. Go to; Where lodges he? 


Clown, To tell you where he lodges, is to tell 
you where I lie. 


Des. Can: any thing be made of this? 

Clown, I know not where he lodges; and for 
me to devise a lodging, and say — he lies here, 
or he lies there, were to lie in my own throat. 

Des. Can you enquire him out, and be edify'd 
by report? 

Clown, T will catechize the world for him; 
that is, make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come bither: tell him, 
I have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, 
all will be well. | 1 

Clown, To do this, is within the compals of 
man's wit; and therefore I will attempt the doing 
of it. 1 | [ Exit, 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, 

Emilia? 
Emil. T know not, madam. 
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Des. Believe me, I bad rather have lost my 
| purse 
Full of cruzadoes. And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such bageneſs 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 


Emil. Is he not jealous ? 


Des. Who, he? I think, the sun, where he 
= was born, 
Drew all such humours from him. 


Emil. Look, where be comes. 


Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to _ * How is 't with you, my 
lor 7 


Enter Or nELLo. 


Otk. Well, my good lady: — [Aside.] O, hard- 
17 75 neſs to dissemble! — 
How do you, Desdemona? 


Des. Well, my good lord. 


Oth. Give me your hand: This hand is moist, 
my lady. | 
Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no 
sorrow. | 
Och. This argues fruitfulnels, and liberal 
| heart; — N 
Hot, hot, and moist: This hand of yours re- 
quires 4 | 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 
Much castigation, exercise devout; 
For here's a young and sweating devil here, 


That commonly rebels. Tis à good band, 
A fiank one. 


Des. You may, indeed, ay 80; 
For 'twas that band that gave away my hegrt. 


—ͤ— ͥ —— - 


— — . _ 


— 


— — 
o * — 
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Otk. A liberal band: The hearts, of old, gave 
hands; 


But our new heraldry is — bands, not hearts. 


Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now your 
promise. 


Oth. What promise, chuck ? 


Des, T have sent to bid Cass ĩo come speak 
with you. 


Oth. I bave a salt and sullen rheum offends 
me; 


Lend me thy bandkerchief. 
Des. Here, my lord. 
Oth, That which I gave you. 


Des. I have it not about me. 
Oth. Not? 


Des, No, indeed, my lord. 


Och. That is a fault: That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 
She was a charmer, and could 1 read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while she 
kept it, 
Twould make her amiable, and subdue my fa- 
ther 
F.ntirely to her love; but if she lost it, 
Or made a gift of it, my fathers eye 
Should hold ws loathly, and his spirits should 
unt 
After new fancies: She, dying, gave it mez 
And bid me, when my fate would have me 
wWive, 
To give it her. I did so: and take heed of't, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye; 
To lose't or give't away, were such perdition, 
As nothing e Fo could match. 


Des. Is it possible? 
Orth. 


r 
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Oth. Tis true: there's magick in the web of | 
it: | Na | 
A sibyl that bad number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compatses, 
In her prophetick fury sew'd the work: 
The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the 
silk; , 


And it was dy'a in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 


Des. Indeed! is it true? 
Oth. Most veritable; therefore look to it 


well. 
Des. Then would to heaven, that I had never 
seen it. 


Oth. Ha! wherefore ? 
Des. Why do you speak 80 startingly and 


rash 


Oth. Ts't lost? is't gone? Peak, is it out of 
the way ? | 
Des. Heaven bleſs us! 


Och. Say you? 


Des. Tt is not lost; But what an if it wit 
Oth. Hal. 


Des. I say, it is not lost. 
Oth, Fetch it, let me see it. 


Des. Why, 80 I can, sir; but 1 will not 
now; 


This is a trick, to put me from. my guit; 
I pray, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 
Oth, Fetch me that handkerchief; wy mind 


misgives. 
Des. Come, come; 


You'll never meet a more sufficient man, 
Oth. The bandkerchief, wm 
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Des. T pray, talk me of Cassio. 
Oth. The handkerchief— 
Des. A man that, all his time, 
Hath founded bis 4 fortune on your love; 
Shar'd dangers with you; — 
Oth. The handkerchief, — 
Des. In 800th you ate to blame. | 
Oth. Away! [Exit Ornzio. 
Emil, Is not this man jealous? 
Des. I ne'er saw this before. 


Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unhappy in the loſs of it. 


Emil. *Tis not a year or two shews us a 
man: f 
They are all 35 stomachs, and we all but 
foo 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
They belch us. Look you. Cassio, and my 
husband. 


Enter TaGo, and Cass10. 


Tago. There is no other way tis she must 
do't; 
And, lo, the bappineſs! go, and importune her. 
Des. How now, good Cassio? what's the 
news with you? 
Cas, Madam, my former suit: I do beseech 
you 
That, by your virtuous means, I may. again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 
Intirely bonour, I would not be delay'd : 
If my offence be of such mortal kiud, 
That neither service past, nor present sorrows 


Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 

Can ransom me into his love again, 

But to know 80 must be my benefit; 

So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And shut myself up in some other course, 
To fortune's alms. | | 


Des. Alas! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune: 

My lord is not my lord; nor should I know 
72 1 5 | 

Were he in favour, as in bumour, alter'd. 

So help me every spirit sangtified, 

As I have spoken for you all my best; 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure, 

For my free speech! You must a while be 

| atient: 
What I can do, I will; and more I will, 
Than for myself I dare: let that suſſice you, 


Iago. Is my lord angry? 
Emil. He went hence but now, 
And, certainly, in strange unquietneſs, 


Iago. Can he be angry? I bave seen the 

cannon, ; ; 4.48 

When it hath blown his ranks into the air; 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 

Puff'd bis own brother; — And can he be 


— 


angry? | 
Something of moment, then: I will go meet 
R bs, 


There's matter in't indeed, if be be angry. BE 
14G) ; | 1 


Des. I pr'ytbee, do 80. — Something, sure, 


of State, — [Exit IJaco. 
Either from Venice; or some unhatch'd prac- 
tice, 


Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit: and, in such 


cases, 
22 
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Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. Tis ev'n 
80; 
For let our ſinger ach, and it indues 
Our other healthful membets ev'n to that sense 
Of pain: "RR we must think, men are not 
ods; _ 
Nor of them look for such obnervatices 
As fit the bridal. — Besbrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am) | 
Arraigning his unkindneſs with my soul; 
But now I find, I had suborn'd the witneſs, 
And he's indited falsely. 
Emil. Pray heaven, it be state matters as you 
think ; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 
Concerning yon. 
Des. Alas, the day! I never gave him cause. 
Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer'd 
803 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, 
But jealcus for they are jealous: 'tis a monster, 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 5 
Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's 
mind! 
Emil. Lady, amen; 
Des. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk 
hereabout: 
If I do find him fit, III move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 


Cas. I bumbly thank your ladysbip- 
| [Exeunt DzsDzEmona, and Enmirra. 


by Enter Branca. 1 


Bian, Save you, friend Cassio! : 
Cas. What make * from "home? 
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Tow is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
T'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your 


house. 
Bian. And T was going to your lodging, Cas- 
sio. | 
What! keep a week away? seven days and 
nights? | 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers“ absent 
hours, 


More tedious than the dial eight score times? 
O weary reckoning! | 


I have this while with leaden thoughts been 


prels'd ; 
But I sbal}, in a more continuate time, 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 
[Living her Desdemona's handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. | 
ian. O, Cassio, whence came this? 
This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause: 
Is it come to this? Well, well. 
Cas. Woman, po to! 
Throw your vile gaesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. Lou are jealous 
| now, 
That this is from some mistreſs, some remem- 
brance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 


Bian. Why, whose is it? 


Cas, I know not, sweet: I found it in my 
chamber. 


I like the work well; ere it be demanded, 


* 


(As like enough, it will.) I'd have it copy'd: 


Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you?! wherefore? 


. 
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Cas. I do attend here on the general; 
And think it no addition, vor my wish, 
To have him sce me woman'd, 

Bian. Why, I pray you? 

Cas. Not, that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 


J pray you, bring me on the way a little, 
And say, if T $hall see you soon at night. 


Cas, *Tis but a little way, that I can bring 
you, 
For I attend here: but I'll see you soon. 
Bian. Tis very good; I must be circumstanc'd, 
[Hxeunt. 


. e 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The same. 


Enter OrurtLo, and IAGo. 


Tago, Will you think so? 
Oth. Think so, Iago? 
Iago. What, 

To kils in private? 
Oth. An unauthoriz'd kiſs, 


Iago. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 
And hour, or more, not meaning any harm? 


Oth. Naked abed, Jago, and not mean harm? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil: 
They tbat mean virtuously, and yet do 80, 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 
Iago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip: 
But if I give my wife a baudkerchief, — 


Oth. What then? 
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Iago. Why, then 'tis hers, my lord; and, 


being hers, 
She may, I think, bestow't on any man. 
Och. She is protectreſs of her honour too; 
May she give that? 


Iago, Her honour is an essence that's not 
seen; 


They have it very oft, that have it not: 
But, for the bandkerchief, — 


Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have 
forgot it; — 
Thou said'st, — O, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house, 
Boding to all, — be had my handkerchief. 
Iago. Ay, what of that? 
Oth. That's not so good now. 
Iago. What, if I had said, I bad seen him do 
you wrong ? 


Or heard him say, — As knaves he such 
abroad, 


Who having, by their own importunate suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistrels, 
Convinced or e e them, cannot choose 
But they must blab — 

Oth. Hath be said any thing? 

Jago. He hath, my lord; but be you well as- 

sur'd, 

No more than he'll unswear. 


Oth. What hath he said? 


Jago. Faith, that he did, — I know not what 
he did. 

Oth, What? what? 

Jago. Lie — 

Oth, With ber? 


Iago. With her, on her; what you will. 
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Oth. Lie with ber! lie on her! — We say, lie 
on her, when they belie her: Lie with her! that's 
fulsome. Handkerchief, — confessions. — hand- 
kerchief. — To confels, and be bang'd for his 
labour. — First, to be hang'd, and then to con- 
feſs; — I tremble at it. Nature would not invest 
herself in such shadowing passion, without some 
instruction. It is not words, that shake me thus: 
— Pish! — Noses, ears, and lips: — Is it pos- 
8ible ? — Confels ! — Handkerchief ! — O devil! — 


[falls in a trance. 
Iago. Work On, 


My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are 
caught; 

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus, 

All guiltleſs my reproach, — What, bo! my 

lor , | 


Enter Cass10. 


My lord, I ops Othello! — How now, Cas- 
sio? | | 
Cas. What's the matter? | 
| Tago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy; | 
This is his second fit; he had one yesterday. 
Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
Tago. No, forbear: 


The lethargy must have his quiet course: 


Tf not, he foams at mouth; and, by and by, 

Breaks out to savage madneſs. Look, he stirs: 

Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 

He will recover straight; when he is gone, 

IL would on great occasion speak with you. — 
[Exit Cassio. 


How is it, general? have you not burt your 
; head ? 


Oth. Dost thou mock me? 
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Iago. I mock you! no, by heaven: | 
'Would, yon would bear your fortunes like a 
man. 


Oth. A horned man's a monster, and a beast. 


Iago. There's many a beast then in a popu- 
| lous city, 
And many a civil monster. 


Oth. Did he confeſs it? 


Jago. Good sir, be a man; 

Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd, 

May draw with you; there's millions now 
alive, 

That nightly lie in those unproper beds, 

Which they dare swear peculiar; your case is 
better. 

O, 'tis the spight of hell, the Rend's arch-mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suppose her chaste! No, let me know; 

And, knowing what I am, i know what she 
shall be. 


Oth. O, thou art wise; tis certain. 


Tago. Stand you a while apart; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 

Whilst you were here, ere while mad with 
| your grief, 

(A passion most unsuiting such a man,) 

Cassio came bither: I shifted bim away, 

And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy 

Bade him anon return, and bere speak witb 


me; 

The which he promis'd. Do but encave your- 
self, | 

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable 
scorns, / 


That dwell in every region of his face; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 
Where, how, bow oft, how long ago, and when 
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He hath, and is again to cope your wife; 
IT 8ay, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience; 


Or I sball say, you are all in all iu spleen, 
And nothing of a man. | 


Oth. Dost thou hear, lago? 
J will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But (dost thou hear?) most bloody. 


Ingo. That's not amiſs; | 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 
| [Othello withdraws. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife, that, by selling her desires, 
Buys herself bread and cloaths: it is a creature, 
That dotes on Cassio, — as 'tis the strumpet's 
: plague, | 

To beguile many, and be begnil'd by one; — 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain, 
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From the exceſs of laughter: — Here he 


Comes: — 


Enter CAS STO. 


As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad; 

Aud his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behavi- 
our, 


Quite in the wrong. — How do you now, 
lieutenant ? 


Cas. The worser, that you give me the ad- 
dition, 
Whose want even kills me. 
Iago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure 
of't. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, 
| | [s4peaking lower. 
How quickly should you speed? | 
Cas. Alas, poor caitiff! 
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Ork. Look, how he laughs already! [Aside. 
Ingo. I never knew a oe love man 80. 


Cas. Alas, poor n I think, i'faith, she 


loves m 
Oth. Now he We it faintly, and laugbs it 
out. [Aside. 


Ingo. Do you hear, Cassio? 
Och. Now be importunes him 
To tell it o'er: Go to; well said, well said. 
[ Aside, 


Jago. Sbe gives out, that you shall marry 
5 her: 
Do you intend it? 


Cas. Ha, ha, ha! 

Oth. Do you triumpb, Roman? do you 
triumph? [Add. 

Cas, I marry her! — what? a customer! I 
pr'ythee, bear some charity to my wit; do not 
think it so unwholeseme. Ha, ha, ha! 

Oth. So, so, 0, 20 f Isugh, that win. 

[Aside. 

lago. F aich, the cry goes, that you shall mar- 

ry her. ' 

Cas. Priythee, say true. | 
ago. I am very villain else. i 


Och. Have you scored me? Well. [Aside. 


Cas. This is the monkey's own giving out: she 
is persuaded I will marry ber, out of her own 
love aud flattery, not out of my promise. 


Oth. Tago beckons me; now he begins the 
nnd (Aide. 
Cas. She was here even now; «he haunts me 


in every place. I was, the other day, talking on 
the seabank with certains Venetiaus; and thither 
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comes the bauble; by this hand, he falls thus 
about my neck; — 


Oth, Crying, O dear Cassio! as it were: his 
gesture imports it, . [Avide, 


Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; 
80 hales, and pulls me: ba, ha, ha! 


Oth. Now he tells, how she pluck'd him to 
my chamber: O, I see that nose of yours, but not 
that dog I shall throw it to. I Aide. 


Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 
ago. Before me! look, where she comes. 


—_ 


Enter Braxca. 1 8 


Cas. "Tis 128 another Gtobewr! marry, a per- 


fumed one. — What do you mean, by this baunt- 
ing of me? 


Bian. Let the devil and bis dam baunt you! 
What did you mean by that same handkerchief, 
you gave me even now? I was a ſine fool to take 
it. I must take out the whole work? — A likely 
piece of work, that you should find it in your 
chamber, and not know who left it there! This 
is some minx's' token, and J must take out the 
work? There, — af ir it your hobby- horse: 


Astenee ver ae "0 it, bell take out no "work 
'on't. Eg 


Cas. How now, my sweet Blais ? bw: now? 
bow now ? 
Oth. By mn, that should be my bandker- 


chief! LAside. 
Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you 


may: an you will not, come when you are next 
prepared for. wy (Eat, 


Iogo. After her, after her. 
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Cas, Faith, I must, she'l rail in the street 
else. 7 £2: ade 
Iago. Will you sup there? 
Cas. Faith, I intend so. | 


Iago, Well, I may chance to see you; for I 
would very fain speak with you. 


Cas. Pr'ythee, come; Will you? 


lago. Go to; say no more. [Exit CAssro. 


Oth, How shall I murder him, Iago? 

lago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his 
vice ? 

Oth. O, Tago! ay 

Iago. And did you see the handkerchief? 
Oil. Was that mine? : 
lago. Yours, by this hand: and to see how 
he prizes the foolich woman, your wife! she 


gave it him, and he hath given it his whore. 


Oth. I would have him nine years a kill- 


ing: — A fine woman! a fair woman! a sweet 


woman! 
Iago. Nay, you must forget that. | 
Oth. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damn'd 
to-night ; for sbe shall not live: No, my heart is 
turn'd to stone: I 8trike it, and it hurts my band. 
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature: she 
might lie by an emperor's side, and command 


him tasks. 


Iago. Nay, that's not your way. | 
Oth. Hang her! A do but say what she is: — 


So delicate with her needle! — An-admirable 


musician! O, she will sing the savagenels out of 
a bear! — Of so high and plenteous wit and in- 
vention! — | 4 

Iago. She's the worse for all this, 
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Oth. O, a thousand, a thousand times: — And 
then; of so gentle a condition! — TOR 

Ingo. Ay, tou gentle. 9 

Ot h. Nay, that's certain: But yet the pity of 
it, Iago! — O, Iago, the pity of it, Iago 

Tago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, 


give her patent to offend; for, if it touch nos 
you, it comes near nobody. 


me! | 

Iago. O, 'tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer! 

Ingo. That's fouler.. _ 

Oth. Get me some poison, Iago; this night: — 
I'! not expostulate with her, — her body and 
beauty unprovide my mind again: — this night, 
Iago. | 

Iago, Do it not with poison; strangle her in 
her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

Oth., Good, good: the justice of it pleases; 
very good, ' | 


Jago. And, for Cassio, — let me be his un- 
dertaker: You shall hear more by midnight. 


[4 trumpet within, 


same ? 

Tago. Something from Venice, sure. Tis Lo- 
dovico, | 

Come from the duke: and, see, your wife is 
with him. | 


Oth. Excellent good. — What trumpet is that 


Oth. I will chop her into messes: — Cuckold 
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Enter Lopovico, Dzsprt+0w4, and Attendants. 


Lod. God save you, worthy general! N 
Och. With all my heart, sir. 


Lod. The duke and senhators of Venice greet 
Foil. ED [gives lam a packet. 

Oth. T kiſs the instrument of their pleasurés. 
[opens the packet, and reads, 


Des. And What's the news, good cousin Lo- 
dovico ? 


Iago. I am very glad to see you, signior 3 : 
Welcome to Cyprus. 


Tad. I thank you: How does lieutenant Cas- 
810 2 
abs Lives, sir. 
Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and 
my lord 
An unkind breach: but you shall, make all 
well: | 
| Oil. Are you sure of that? 


Des. My lord? 
Oth. This 55 you not to do, as you will — 
Lit 214 [ reads, 


Lod. He did not call; he's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Casslo f 


Des. A most unhappy one; I would do much 
Jo atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 


Oth. Fire and brimstone! A 
Des. My lord? 7 
Oth. Are you wise? | 1 
Des. What, is he angry? : 


Lod. May be, the letter mov'd him; 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 


Deputing 


- 
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Deputing Cassio in his government. 
Des. By my troth, 1 am glad on't. 
Oth. Indeed? 
Des. My lord? 
Och. IJ am glad to Se you mad, 
Des. How, sweet Othello? 
Oth. Devil! [striking her. 
Des. I have not deserv'd this. 


Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in 
Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw it: Tis very 
much; | 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Oth. O devil, devil! | 
If that the earth could teem with woman's 
tears, 

Each drop she fails would prove a crocodile; 
Out of my sight! 


Des. I will not stay to offend you. [going 


Lod. Truly, an obedient lady: — 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 


Oth. Mistrels, — 

Des. My lord? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir? 
Lod. Who, I, my lord? : 


Och. Ay; you did wish, that I would make 


her turn: 


Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 


And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep; 
And sbe's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — - 
Very obedient; — Proceed you in your tears, — 


Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion! 


I am commanded home: — Get you away; 
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I'll send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the man- 
date, 4 

And will return to Venice; — Hence, avaunt! — 
[Exit Drsor MONA. 

Cassio shall bave my place. And, — sir, to- 

night, 
1 do entreat that we may sup together, 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus, — Goats and 


monkies! [Fxit. 

Lod. Ts this the noble Moor, whom our full 
senate 

Call — all- in- all suſliclent? This the noble 
nature 

Whom passion could not shake? whose solid 
virtue 


The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 


Iago. He is much chang'd. 


Lod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of 
brain ? 


Iago. He is that he is; I may not breathe 
my CEenSuUre. 
What he might be, — if, what he might, be is 
«3; "pat. 
I would to heaven, he were. 


Lod. W hat, strike his wife! 


Iago. Faith, that was not so well; Yet would 
I knew, 
That stroke wauld prove the worst. 


Lod. Is it bis use? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new-create this fault | 


Iago. Alas, alas! - 
It is not honesty in me, to speak | 
What I have seen and known. You shall ob- 


serve him; 
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And his own courses will denote him so, 


That I may save my speech: Do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 


Lod, I am sorry, that I am deceiy'd in bim. 
| [Exeunt, 
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A Room in the Castle. 


Enter OTuzrr.o and Emilia. 


Och. You have seen nothing then? 
Emil, *Nor ever heard; nor ever did suspect. 
Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she toge- 


ther. 
Emil. But then I saw no harm; and then TI 
heard ; 
Each syllable, that breath made up between 
them. 


Oth. What, did they never whisper? 
Emil, Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o' the way? 
Emil. Never. 


Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloyes, her mask, 
nor nothing? 
Emil. Never, my lord 


Ock. That's strange. 
Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is 


honest, | 

Lay down wy soul at stake: if you think 
other, N 

Remove your thought; it doth abuse your 
bosom. 


If any wretch hath put this in your bead, 


Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse! 


For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 
There's no man happy; the purest of their 
wives 
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Is foul as slander. 


Och. Bid her come hither; — go. — 
[Exit Emilia. 


She says enough; — yet she's a simple bawd, 


That cannot say as much. This is a oubtls 
whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets: 
And yet she wy knee), and pray; I have seen her 
ot. 


Re-enter EuiLiA, with DRS DEMONA. 


Des. My lord, what is your will? 
Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither, 
Des. What is your pleasure? 


Oth. Let me see your eyes; 
Look in my face. 


Des. What horrible fancy's this? 


Oth. Some of your function, mistrels; 
[to Emilia. 
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door; 
Covgh, or cry — bem, if any body come: 
Your mystery, your mystery; — nay, dispatch. 
[Exit EurLIA. 


Des. Upon my knees, what doth your Gor 
import ? 
J understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 


Oth. Why, what. art thou? 


Des. Your wife, my lord; your trus 
And loyal wife. 
Oth, Come, swear it, damn thyself; 


Lest, being like one of bearen; the devils them · 
stlves | 
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Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double- 
| damn'd, 8 
Swewur — thou aii honest. 


Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 


Och. Heaven r knows, that thou art false 
as bez). 

Des. To whom, my lord? With whom? How 
am I false? 


Oth. O Desdemona! — away! away! away! 
Des. Alas, the heavy day! — Why do you 


weep ? 

Am TIT the occasion of these tears, my lord? 

If haply, you my father do suspect, 

An iusrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me; if you have lost 
im, 

Why, I have lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas'd beaven 

To try me with affliction; bad be rain'd 

All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare 
bead; 

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes; 

I should have found in some part of my soul 

A drop of patience; but (alas!) to make me 

A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 

To point bis slow uumoving finger at, — 

WO" wy | | 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well: 

But there, where T have garner'd up my heart; 

Where either I must live, or bear no life; | 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or else dries up; to be discarded thence ! 

Or keep it as a ci-iern, for foul toads 

To knot and gender in! — turn thy complexion 
there! ä | 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubin ; 
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Ay, there, look grim as hell! 
Des. I hope, my noble lord esteems me 


honest. 
Oth. O, ay; as summer flies are in the sham- 
bles, | 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou 
weed, 


| Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet, 


That the seuse aches at thee, — Would, thou 
had'st ne'er been born! 
Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I com- 
mitted ? 
Oh. Was this fair paper, this most goodly 
book, | 
Nate to write whore upon! What committed ! 
Committed! — O thou public commoner! 
1 should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn up modesty, 
Did I but por thy deeds, — What commit» 
ted. 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon 
winks ; | = 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets 
J husb'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear it: What committed ! — 
Impudent strumpet! 


Des. By heaven! you do me wrong. 
Och. Are not you a strumpet? 


Des. No, as I am a christian: 
If to preserve this vessel for my lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be — not to be a strumpet, I am none. 


Otk. What, not a whore? 

Des. No, as I shall be saved. 
Och. Is it possible? . 
Des. O, heaven forgive us! 
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_ Oth. T cry you mercy, then; 
T took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello, — You, mistrels, 


Re-enter Ert. 


That have the oflice opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of bell; You! you! ay, you! 

We have done our course; there's money for 
= your pains z | 2 

J prey you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. 


x | I Esæit. 
Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman con- 
ceive? — 
How do you, madam? how do you, my good 
lady ? 


Des. Faith, half asleep. 


Emil, Good madam, what's the matter with 
my lord? 


CAA * 


. Des. With who? 
| Eil. Wby, with my lord, madam? 
. Des. Who is thy lord? 
. Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady. 
1 Des, I ag none: Do not talk to me, Emi- 
| iaz | 


I cannot weep; nor answer have I none 
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to- 
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night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, remem- 
er; — 
|. And call thy husband hither. 
N Emil, Here is a change indeed!“ [Exit. 


Des. Tis meet I should be us'd 80, very 
meet. . | 
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How have I been behay'd, that be might stick 
The small'st opinion on my great'st abuse? 


Re-enter EuiLra, with Iago, 


Iago. What is your pleasure, madam? How 
is it with you? 
Des. I cannot tell, Those, that do teach young 


babes, | 


Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks ; 
He might bave chid me 30; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 


Iago. What is the matter, lady? 
Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhor'd 


her, 


Thrown such despight and heavy terms upon 
her, 
As true hearts cannot bear, 


Des. Am I that name, Iago? 
Tago. What name, fair lady? 


Des. Such as, she says, my lord did s8xy I 
was. 


Emil. He call'd her, whore; a beggar, in his 
drink, 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 
Iago. Why did he 80? | | 


Des. I do not know; I am sure, I am none 


such. 

Iago. Do ane do not weep; Alas, the 
ay! 

Emil. Has sbe forsookx so man noble 
matches, 


Her father, and her country, and her friends, 
To be call'd — whore? would it not make one 
weep? 
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Des. Tt is my wretched fortune. 


Iago. Besbrew him for it! 
How comes this trick upon him? 


Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 


Emil. I will be hang'd, if some eternal vil- 
lain, 
Some busy and insinuating rogue, 
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some of- 
hee, 
Have not devis'd this slander; Til be bang'd 
else. 
Ingo. Fie, there is no such man; it is impos- 
Sibie. 
Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon 
bim! 
Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw 
his bones! 
Why should he call her, whore? who keeps 
her company ? 
What place? what time? what form? what 
lI:kelihood ?/ 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villainous 
knave, ü 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fel- 
low ; — 
O, heaven, that such companions thou'dst un- 
fold; =o | 
And put in every honest hand a whip, 
To lash the rascal naked through the world, 
Even from the east to the west! 


Tago. Speak within door. 
Emil. O, fie upon him! some such squire he 
ces was, ; 
That turn'd your wit the seamy side without, 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 


Tago.. You are a fool; go to. 


O T HE L L O. 115 


Des, ood Iago, 
What half L do to win my ad again ? 
Good friend, go to him; for, by thts light of 

heaven, 

J know not how I lost him. Here T kneel: — 
If e'er my will did trespaſs 'gainst his love, 
Pijher in discourse of thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, Or auy Sense, 
Delighted them in any other form; 
Or that T do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, — though he do abe me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly, 


Comfort forswear me! Unkindneſs may do 


much; 
And his nnkindueſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore; 
It does abhor me, now I speak the word; 
To do the act that might rhe addition earn, 
Not the world's maſs of vanity could make me. 
Tago. I pray you, be content; tis but his 
humour ; 
The busineſs of the state does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 


Des. If *twere no other, — 

Ingo. It is but so, I warrant you. [ Trumpets. 

Hark, how these instruments summon to sup— 
per! 

And the great messengers of Venice stay: 

Go in, aud weep not; all things shall be well. 

[ Exeunt DzspznoxA, and EMmiL1a, 


Enter Roprnrso0o., 


How now, Roderigo ? 


Rod. I do not find, that thou deal st justly 


with me. 


5 
s 


| 


— 
& — 


—_— be - 
* 2 — 
882 
-- 


114 O T H EL L O. 
Jago, What in the contrary ? 


Rod. Every day thou doff'st me with some de- 
vice, Iago; and rather (as it seems to me now) 
keep'st from me all conveniency, than s8uppliess 
me with the least advantage of hope. I will, in- 
deed, no longer endure it: Nor am I yet per- 
suaded, to put up in peace what already I have 
foolishly suffer'd. 


Iago. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 


Rod. Faith, I bave heard too much; for your 
words, and performauces, are no kin together. 


Tago. You charge me most unjustly. 


' Red. With nought but truth. I have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have 
had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would 
half have corrupted a votarist: You have told me 
— she has received them, and returu'd me expec- 
tations and comforts of sudden respect and acquit- 
tance; but I find none. 

Iago, Well ; go to; very well. | 

Rod. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man; 
nor 'tis not very well: By this hand, I say, it 
is very scurvy; and begin to find myself fobb'd 
in it. | | | 

Tago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make 
myself known to Desdemona: If she will return 
me my jewels, I will gr over my suit, and re- 
pent my unlawful 80 icitation ; if not, assure 
yourself, I will seek satisfaction of you, 


Iago. You have said now. 
Rod. Ay, and I have said-nothing, but what I 
protest intendment of doing. a 


Iago. Why, now I see there's mettle in thee; 
and even, from this instant, do build on thee a 
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better opinion than ever before. Give me thy 
hand, Roderigo: Thou hast taken against me a 
most just exception; but yet, J protest, 1 have 
dealt most directly in thy affair. 


Rod. It hath not appear'd. 


Iago. I grant, indeed, it bath not appear'd; and 
your- 8uspicion is not without wit and judgment. 
But, Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee in- 
deed, which I have greater reason to believe now 
than ever, — I mean, purpose, courage, and ya- 
lour, — this night shew it: if thou the next 
night following enjoyest not Desdemona, take 
me from this worJd with treachery, and devise 
engines for my life. 


Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason, 
and compals ? 

Jago. Sir, there is especial commission come 
from Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 


Rod. Ts tbat true? why, then Othello and Des- 
demona return again to Venice. 


Ingo: O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and 
takes away with him the fair Desdemona, vnleſs 
his abode be linger'd here by some accident; 
wherein none can be so determinate, as the re- 
moving of Cassio. 

Rod.*How do you mean — removing of him ? 


Iago. Why, by making bim uncapable of Othel- 
lo's place; knocking out his brains. 


Rod. And that you would have me do? 


Iago. Ay; if you dare do yourself a profit, and 
a right. He sups to-night with a borlot, and thi- 
ther will J go to bim; — he knows not yet of 
bis honourable fortune; if you will watch his 
going thence, (which I will fashion to ſall out 
between twelve and one,) you may take him at 
your pleasure; I will be near to second your at- 
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tempt, and be shall fall between us. Come, stand 
not amazed at it, but go along with me; I will 
shew you such a necessity in his death, that you 
shall think yourself bound to put it on him. It 
is now high supper-time, and the night grows to 
waste: about it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 


Iago, And you shall be satisfied. 


[ Exeunt. 
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Another Room in the Castle. 


Enter OTner.uo, Lopovico, Des DENMONA, Emir.ra, 
and Attendants. 


Lod. I do beseech you, sir, 
no further. 


Oth, O, pardon me; will do me good to 
walk, 


Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank 
your ladyship. 

Des. Your honour is most welcome. 

Oth. Wil you walk, sir? — O, — Desde- 
mona, — 


Des. My lord ? 


Oth. Get you to bed on the instant; I will be 


return'd forthwith: dismils your attendant there 
look, it be done. 


Des. I will, my lord. 
[Ereunt QTn. Lop. and Attend, 


Emil. How goes it now? be looks gentler 
than he did. 


Des. He says, he will return incontinent: 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to dismiſs you. 


Emil. Diemiſs me! 


Des. It was his bidding; therefore, good 
Emilia, \ 


Give me wy nightly wearing, and adieu ; 
We must not now displeasze him, 


Emil. I would, you had never seen bim f 


5 


trouble yourself 
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Des. So would not I; my love doth so ap- 
prove him, - 

That even his stubbornneſs, his checks, and 
frowns, — | 

Pr'ythee, unpin me, — have grace and fayour 
in them. FA 


Emil. I bave laid those 8heets you bade me 
on the bed. 


Des. All's one: — Good father! how foolish 
are our minds! — | 
Tf I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 
Emil. Come, come, you talk. 


Des. My mother had a maid, call'd — Bar- 


bara; 

She was in love; and he, she lov'd, prov'd 
mad, | 

And did 8 her: sbe had a song of wil- 
A 

An old thing twas, but it expreſs'd her for- 


tune, 3 
And she dy'd singing it: That song, to-night, 
Will not go from my mind; I have much to 
| do 
But to go hang my head all at one side, 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, dis- 
patch. 


Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 


Des. No, unpia me here. — 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 


Emil. A very handsome man. 
Des. And he speaks well. 
Emil. I know a lady in Venice, would have 
wWalk'd baiteſoot to Palestine, for a touch of his 
nether lip. N 
Des. 


* 
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Des. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore 
tree, 
Sing all a green willow 3 [singing, 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow : 
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd her 
moans 3 
Sing willow, etc. 
Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd the 
Stones; 
Lay by these: 
Sing willow, willow, willow 
Pr'ythee, bye thee; he'll come anon. — 
Sing all a green willow must be my gar- 


land, 


2. 


Let nobody blame him, his scorn I approve, — 
Nay, that's not next. — Hark! who is it that 
| knocks ? 
Emil. Tt is the wind. | 


Des. I calPd my love, false love; but what 
Said he then? 
Sing willow, etc, 
If I court mo women, you'll couch with no men. 


So, get thee gone; good night, Mine eyes do 
itch ; 
Doth that bode weeping ? 
Emil. Tis neither here nor there. 


Des. I bave heard it said 80. — O, these men, 
these men! — 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emi- 
lia, — | 
- That there be wee do abuse their husbands 
In such groſs kind? 73 


Emil. There be some such, no question. 
Vol. VIII. 8 f 
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Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all 
the world? g 


Emil. Why, would not you? 
Des. No, by this heavenly light! 


Emil. Nor I neither, by this beavenly light; 
I might do't as well i' the dark. N b 


Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all 
the world? 
Emil. The world is a huge thing: Tis a great 
price 
For a small vice. 
Des. Good troth, I think thou would'st not. 


Emil. By my troth, I think I sbould; and un- 
do't, when I had done. Marry, | Would not do 
such a thing for a joint-ring; nor for measutes of 
lawn; nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor 
any petty exhibition; but, for the whole world, 
— Why, who would not make her husband a 
cuckold, to make him a monarch? I should ven- 
ture purgatory for't. 


Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. | 


Emil, Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'the 
world; and, having the world for your labour, 
tis a as. in your own world, and you might 
quickly make it right. „ 

Des. I do not think, there is any such woman. 


Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the van- 
tage, as | 
Would store the world they play'd for. 
But, I do think, it is their busbands' faults, 
If wives do fall: Say, that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasures into foreign Japs; 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 
Throwing restraint upon us; or, say, they strike 
en 
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Or scant our former having in despight; 
Why, we have galls; and, though we have some 
race, 

Yet have we No revenge. Let husbands know, 

Their wives have sense like them: they see, and 
smell, 0 

And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 

As husbands have. What is it that they do, 

When they change us for others? Is it sport? 

I think, it is; And dotb affection breed it? 

I think, it doth; Ts't frailty, that thus errs? 

It is 80 too; And have not we affections ? 

Desires for sport? and frailty, as men have? 

Then, let them use us well: else, let them know, 

The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 


Des. Good night, good night: Heaven me 8uch 
usage send, 


Not to pick bad from bad; but, by bad, mend! 
[ Exeunt, 


S 2 


1 . SCENE TI 
A Street. 


Enter Ta6Go, and Roprk160. 


Iago, Here, stand behind this bulk; straight 
will he come: 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; 


Quick, quick; fear nothing; T'll be at thy el- 


l ow : 
It makes us, or it mars us; think on that, 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 
Rod. Be near at hand; I may miscarry in't. 
Jago. Here, at thy hand; be bold, and take 
thy sword. | 
[retires to a little distance. 
Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed; 
And yet he has given me satisfying veasons ; — 
"Tis but a man gone; — forth, my sword; be 
dies, [2o0es to his stand. 


Iago. I have rubb'd this young quat almost 
to the sense, 


And he grows angry. Now, whether be kill 
Cassio, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain: Live Roderigo, 

He calls me to a restitution large 


Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifts to Desdemona; 


It must not be: if Cassio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there stand I in much 
peril : 
No, he must die: — But so, I hear him com- 
ing. | 


Enter Cass1o0. 


Rod. I know his pait, 'tis he; — Villain, 
thou dy'st. 


[rushes from his post, and makes a paſs 
at Cassio. 


Cas, That thrust had been mine enemy in- 
deed, 


But that my coat is better than thou think'st; 
I will make proof of thine. 


[draws, and wounds Roderigo. 


Rod. O, I am slain! [falls. 


[Iago rushes from his post, cuts Cassio behind 
in the leg, and exit. 

cas. T am maim'd for ever; — Help, ho! 

| murder! murder! (falls, 
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Enter Or uro, at a distance. 


Oth. The voice of Cassio: — Iago keeps his 
word, 


Rod. O, villain that IJ am! 

Oth. Hark! *tis even 80. 

Cas. O, belp! ho! light! a surgeon! 
Oth, "Tis he; — O brave Iago, honest, and 


just, 

That bast such noble sense of thy friend's 
wrong ! 

Thou teachest me, — Minion, your dear lies 
dead, 


And your fate bies apace: — Strumpet, I come: 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 


blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain d, shall with lust's blood be 
spotted. [Exit OruEkLLo. 


Enter Lopovico, and GRATIANO, at @ distance. 


Cas. What, ho! no watch? no passage? mur- 
der! murder! 


Gra. Tis some mischance z the cry is very 
direful. 
Cas. O, help! 


Lod. Hark! 
Rod. O wretched villain! 
Lod. Two or three groans; — it is a heavy 
night: ” 
These may be counterfeits; let's think't unsafe 
To come in to the cry, without more belp. 


Rod. No body come? then shall I bleed to 
death. 
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Enter Taco, with a light. 


Lod. Hark! ! 


Gra. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light 
and weapons. 

Iago. Who's there? whose noise is this, that 
cries on murder? 

Lod. We do not know. 


Iago. Did not you bear a cry? 

Cas. Here, here; for heaven's sake, help me. 
Iago. What's the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. The same, indeed; a very valiant fel- 


low. 

Iago. What are you here, that cry 80 grievous- 
ly ? 

Cas. Iago? O, I am spoil'd, undone by vil- 
lains! 


Give me some help. 

Iago. O me, lieutenant! what villains have 
done this ? 

Cas. I think, tbat one of them is hereabout, 

And cannot make away. 

Iago. O treacherous villains! — 

What ate you there? come in, and give some 
help. to Lod. and Gra. 

Rod. O, help me here! 


Cas. That's one of them. 
lago. O murderous slave! O villain! 
[Iago stabs Rod. 


Rod. O — Tago! O inhuman dog! — O! 
O1 O! 

lago. Kill men i' the dark! — Where be these 

bloody thieves? — 
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How silent is this town! — Ho! murder! 
murder! | 


What may yon be? are you of good, or evil? 
Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
Tago. Signior Lodovico? 

Lod. He, sir. 


Ingo. I ery you merey; Here's Cass io hurt 
By villains. 


Gra. Cassio! 
Iago. How is it, brother? 
Cas. My leg is cut in two. 


Ia go. Marry, heaven forbid! — 


Light, gentlemen; — III bind it with my 
shirt. 


Enter BIANCA. 


Ban, What is the matter, ho? who is't that 
ry'd? 
Iago. Who it that cry'd ? 


Bian. O my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio! 
O Cassio! Cassio! Cassio! 


Iago. O notable strumpet! — Cassio, may you 
suspect 


Who they should be, that deve thus mangled 


you ? 
Cas. No. 


Gra. 1 am sorry, to find you thus: I have 
been to 8eek you. 


Jago. Lend me a garter; So. — O, for a 
chairs R 
To bear him easily bence! 


Bian. Alas, he faiuts; — O Cassio! Cassio! 
OE Cassio! 
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Iago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury, — 
Patience a while, good ele. 


— Come, 
come; 

Lend me a light. — Know we this face, or 
no? 

Alas! my friend, and my dear countryman, 

Roderigo? no: — Yes, sure; — 0 heaven! Ro» 
derigo. 


Gra. What; of Venice? 


Iago. Even he, sir; did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? ay. 

Iago. Signior Gratiano? I cry you gentle par- 
don; 


These bloody accidents must excuse my mans 
ners, 
That so neglected you. 


Gra. IJ am glad to see you. 

Iago. How do you, Cassio? — O, a chair, a 
chair! 

Gra. na 


Iago. He, be, 'tis he: — O, that's well aid; 
— the chair; — 


[4 chair brought in, 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence; 
Til fetch the general's surgeon. — For you, 


mistrels, ſto Bianca. 
Save you your labour. — He that lies slain bere, 


Cassio, 
Was my dear friend: What malice was between 
you? 
Cas. None in the world; nor do I 3 the 
man. 


Iago. [to Bian.] What, look vou pale? — O, 
bbear bim out o' the air. 


[Cassio and Rod, are borne off. 
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Stay you, good gentlewoman: — look you pale, 
mistrels? 

Do you perceive the gastneſs of her eye? — 

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon: — 

Bebold her well; I pray you, look upon her; 

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltineſs will 
speak, * 

Though tongues were out of use. 


Enter EMILIA. 


Emil. Las, what's the matter; what's the 
matter, husband? 


Iago. Cassio hath here been 8et on in the 
dark, 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are wt; 
He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 


Emil. Alas, good gentleman * alas, good Cas- 
| sio! 
Iago. This is the fruit of whoring. — Pr'y- 
thee, Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to- 
night: 


What, do you N at that? 


Bian. He supp'd at my house; but I there- 
fore shake not. 


Iago. O, did he 80? I charge you, go with 


me. 
Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet! 


Bian. I am no strumpet; but of life as 
honest, 
As you that thus abuse me. 


Emil. As I? foh! fie upon thee! 


Tago, Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor cas 
sio dreſs'd:— 
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Come, mistreſs, you must tell us another 
tale. — 


Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what has bapp'd. — 
Will you go on, I pray? — This is the night, 
| | ' [ Ande, 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. 
{Ezeunt. 
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„ e n i, 


A Bed · chamber: Dxsp RMO RNA in bed, asleep. 4 
| light burning, 


Enter Or u EIL o. 


Otk. It is the cause, it is the cause, my 
| soul, — 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste 
stars! — 
It is the cause. — Yet L'Il not sbed her blood; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 
[takes off his sword, 
Yet she must die, else sbe'Il betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light; 
If L quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore, 
Should — me: — but once put out thy 
ipat, 
Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 
J know not where is that Promethean heat, 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd 
thy rose, ; 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs must wither: — [I'll smell it on the 
tree, — [ kissing her. 
O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice herself to break her sword! — Once 
more, — 
Be thus wy thou art dead, and IT will kill 
thee, 


And love thee after: — Once more, and this 
the last: | 
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So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep, 

But they are cruel tears: This sorrow's heaven- 
Y 3 

It strikes, where it doth love. — She wakes — 

Des. Who's there? Othello? 

Oth. Ay, Desdemona, 2 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord? 

Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona? 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime, 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by 
that ? 

Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; T will walk 


y: 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit; 
No, — Heaven forefend! — I would not kill 
thy soul. | 
Des. Talk you of killing? 


Oth. Ay, I do. 


Des. Then, heaven 
Have mercy on me! 


Oth. Amen, with all my heart! 
Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill 


me. 


Och. Humpb! 


Des. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal 
then 
When your eyes roll so: Why I should fear, 
I know not, 
Since guiltineſs I know not; but yet, I feel, I 
fear. | 
Oth. Think on thy eins. 


Des. They are loves I bear to you. 
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Och. Ay, and for tbat thou dy'st. 
Des. That death's unnatural, that kills for 
loving. 

Alas, why gnaw you 80 your nether lip? 
Some bloody passiou shakes your very frame: 
These are portents; but yet, I hope, 1 hope, 
They do not point on me, 

Oth, Peace, and be still! 

Des. I will so: What's the matter? 


Och. That handkerchief, which I 80 lov'd, 
2 and pave thee, | 
Thou gav'st to Cassio. 


Des. No, by my life and soul; 
Send for the man, and ask him. 
Otk. Sweet soul, take heed, 
Take heed * 1 thou art on thy death- 
bed. 
Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 
Oth. Yes, presently: 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy sin; 
For to deny each article with, oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong concep- 
tion | 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me! 
Ock. T say, amen. 5 


Des, And have you mercy too! — I never 
VV 8 

Offend you in my life; never lov'd Cassio, 

But with such general warranty of heaven 

As I might love: I never gave him token. 
Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in 

| hie hand. IEST 
O perjur'd woman! thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak'st me call, what I intend to do, — 
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A murder, which I thought a sacrifice; 
T1 5aw the handkerchief. 
Des. He found it then; 


I never gave it him: — Send for him hither, 
And let him confeſs a truth. 


Oth. He hath confels'd. 

Des. What, my lord? 

Oth. That he bath — us'd thee. 

Des. How ? unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay. | 

Des. He will not say 80. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp'd; 
Honest Iago bath ta'en order for't. 


Des. My fear interprets then, — What, i is | be 
dead? 


Otk. Had all his hairs been lives, my creat 
revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 


Des. Alas! he is betray'd, and T undone. 


Oth. Out, strumpet! Weep'st thou for him to 
my face? 
Des. 


O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, strumpet! 


Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 
Oth. Nay, if you strive, — 
Des. But half an hour, 


Oth. Being done, 
There is no pause. 
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Des. But while I say one prayer. 

Oth, It is too late. 9 mot hers her. 

Emil, [within.} My lord, my lord! what bo! 
my lord, my lord! 
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Oth. What noise is this? — Not dead? not 
yet quite dead ? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful; 


- would not dave thee linger in thy Pein. — 


So, so. 
Emil. [within.] What ho! my lord, my lor! 


Oth. Who's there ? 


Emil, Lwit hin.] O, good my lord, I would speak 
a word with you. 


Oth. Yes; — tis Emilia: — by and by. — 
She's dead. 
'Tis like, she comes to opeak of Cassio's death ; 
The noise was high. — Ha! no more moving ? 
Still as the 50540 Shall she come in? Were t 
00 
I think, she ie again: — No. — What's the 
best? 
If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife: — 
My wife! my wife! what wife? — I bave not 
wife: 
O insupportable! O beavy hour! 
Methinks, it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and — ot and that the affrighted 
0 
Should yawn * alteration. | 
Emil. (within.] I do beseech you I may speak 
with you, 
O, good my lord! 


Ot. I had forgot thee: O, come in, Emi- 


lia: -— 
Soft, — by and by: — Let me the curtains 
draw, — 
Where art thou? What's the matter with thee 
now ? [unlocks the door. 


Enter 
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Enter ELTA. 


Emil. O, my good lord, yonder's foul murder 
done. 
Otk. What? now? 
Emil. But now, my lord? 


Oth. It is the very error of the moon; 
She comes more near the earth than she was 
| 457 954 Ione : 
And makes men mad. | 
| Emil, Cassio, my lord, has kill'd a young 

Venetian, | 

Call'd — Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kill'd! 
And Cassio kili'd ? 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill'd. 


Otk. Not Cassio Kil'd? Then murder's out of 
7 tune | 
And sweet revenge gtows harsh. 


Des. O, falsely, falsely murder'd! 

Emil. Alas! what cry is that? 

Oth. That! whet? ä 

Emil. Out, aud alas! that was my lady's 

| voice: e | 

Help! help, ho! belp! — O lady, speak again! 
Sweet Desdemona! O, sweet mistrels, speak! 

Des. A guiltlels death I die. 


Emil. O, who hath done 
This deed? 1 
Des. Nobody; I myself; fare welt: 
Commend me to my kind lord; O, kame, 1 
| [dies. 


Orth. Why, how should she be murderd 7 g 
Vol. VIII. T 
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Emil. Alas, who knows? | 


Oth. You beard her say herself, it was not I. 


Emil. She said 80; I must needs report the 
| truth. 3 


Oth, She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell; 


was I that kill'd her. 


Emil. O, the more angel she, 
And you the blacker deyil! 


Oth. She turn'd to folly, and she was a 
whore. 


Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a 
devil. 
Oth. She was false as water. 
Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 
That she was false; O, she was heavenly true! 


O:k, Cassio did tup her; ask thy husband 


else. | 


0. 1 ward damn'd beneath all depth in hel], 


But that I did proceed upon just grounds 


To this extremity; Thy husband knew it all. 


Emil. My husband? 

Otk. Thy husband. | 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock ? 

Oth. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been 


| true, 
If heaven would "make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 


I'd not have sold her for it. 
Emil. My husband? 


Ork. Ay, 'twas be that told me first; 
An honest man he is, and hates the slime 


That sticks on filthy deeds. 
Emil. My husband? | 
Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? 
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T say, thy husband, 


Emil. O mistreſs, villainy hath made mocks 
with love! 
My husband say, that she was false? 


Otk. He, woman; 
J say, thy husband; Dost understand the 
word ? 


My friend, thy busband, Lone, honest Iago. 


Emil, If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the beart; 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 


Oth. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst; 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Than thou wast worthy her, 

Oth. Peace, you were best. 


Emil. Thou hast not half the power to do 
me harm, 
As I have to be hurt. O poll! O dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a deed, — 
T care not for thy sword; III make thee 


known, 
Though T * A lives: — Help! help, ho! 
ip 
The Moor has kill'd my mistreſs; Murder! 
murder! 


Enter MonTaxo, Gratiano, and Taco. 


Mon. What is the matter? — How now, 


general ? 
Emil. O, are you come; Iago? you Seve done 
well, 
That men must " their Waun on your 
neck. | 


T 2 
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Gra. What is the matter? | 
Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a 


man: 

He says, e st him that his wife was 
false; 

1 know, nd did'st not, thou'rt not such a vil 
ain; 


Speak, for my heart is full. 
Tago, I told him what I thought; and told 


no more 
Than what be found himself was apt and true. 


Emil. But did you ever tell bim, she was 
false ? 
Iago. I did. 


Emil. You told a lie; an odious, damned 
lie; 
Upon my soul, a lie; a wicked lis: — 
She fale with Cassio! — Did you say, with 
Cassio? 
Iago. With Cassio, mistreſs; Go to, charm 
your tongue. 
Kink I will not charm my tongue; I am 
bound to speak; 
My mistreſs bere lies murder'd in her bed. 
All. O beavens forefend ! 
Emil. And your reports have set the murder 
on. 


Otk. Nay, stare 8 masters; it is true, in- 
| deed. 
Gra. Tis a strange truth. 


Mon, O monstrous act! 


Emil. Villainy, villainy, villainy! — 


I think upon't, — I think, — I smelVt;z — O 
villainy ! 


I thought go then; — I'll kill anal for 
grief. — 


OTHELLO 9 
O villiay, villaiay ! 
Jago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get 
you home, 
Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
speak; 
»Tis proper J obey him, but not now: — 
Perchance, Tago, I will ne'er 89 home. 


.Oth, O! O! O! Chang ing over his wife, 


Emil. Nay, lay thee 7 and roar; 
For thou hast kill'd the sweetest inhocent, 
That e'er did lift up eye. | 


Otk. O, she was foul! ! 5 Le ising. 
I zcarce did know you, uncle: There lies * 
niece, 
Whose RR iadeed, these heals hs nowly 
- © 8topp'd: 
I know, * act shews horrible and grim, 


Gra. Poor Desdemona! I am glad thy N 
| dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he live 
now 
This sight wich make him do a "3854 wa 
(4? turn; 151 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side, 
And fall to reprobation. 


Otk. Tis pitiful: but yet Iago knows, 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed; Cassio confels'd 

it: 

And she did gratify his amorous works * 
Wich that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her; I saw it in his band; 
It was a bandkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mather. 


Emil. O heaven! O heavenly powers! 
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Iago. Come, hold your peace. 
Emil. Twill out, twill out: — I hold my 
peace, sir? no; 
No, I will speak as liberal as the air; 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry chawe against me, yet III Speak. 
Iago. Be wise, and get you home. 


Emil. Iwill not. ago offers to stab his wiſe. 


Gra. Fie!. 8 
Your sword upon a woman? 


Emil. O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief 
thou speak'st of, 
T found by fortune, and did give my husband; 
For often, with a solemn earnestneſs, 
(More than, indeed, belong'd to such a _) 


He begg'd of me to steal it. 


Tago. Villainous whore! | 
Emil. She give it Cassio! no, alas; 1 found 


t, 
And I did give it my husband. 
Iago. Filth, thou liest. ' | 
Emil. By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentle- 
| men: | | AT ade 
O murd'rous _m_ what. should such a 
foo 
Do with 80 good a wife? 
lago tabs Emilia, tken runs out, 


Oth, Are there no stones in heaven, 


4 


villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls; zure, he has Kill'd his 
wife. © 


Emil. Ay, Ys, -G lay me by my, mia reli 
vide! Vs 
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Gra. He's gone, but bis wife's kill'd. 


Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain, Take you this 
weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the door without; let bim not 
als, 
But kill him rather; I 'I after that same vil- 
la in 
For 'tis a damned slave. 
[Exeunt MoxrAxo, and GRATTIANO. 


Othk. T am not valiant neither, | 
| But every puny whipster gets my sword:; — 
But why four honour out-live honesty ? 

Let it go all. 


Emil, What did thy song bode, lady? 
Hark, can'st thou hear me? I will play the 


swan, 
And die in musick; — FN illow, willow, wil- 
low, — 
Moor, she was haste; sbe Joy'd thee, cruel 
Moor: 


So come my soul to bliſs, as 1 speak true; 
So speaking as I think, I die, — 1 die. [ dies. 


Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice - brook's tem- 
per; — 
O, here it is: — Uncle, I must come forth. 
Gra. (within.) If thou attempt it, it will cost 
thee dear; 


Thou bast no weapon, and perforco must auf. 
fer. 


Ork. Look in upon me then, and peak with 
me, | 
Or, naked as 1 am, I will assault thee- 


\ 
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Re- enter Grnatrano, 


Gra, What is the matter? 


Oth. Behold! I have a weapon: 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upoa a soldier's thigh: I have seen the day, 
That, with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impedi- 
ments 
Than twenty times your stop: — But, O vain 
* boast! ' 
Who can control his fate? 'tis not 80 now. — 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd 
Here is my journey's end, bere is my butt, 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back dismay'd? 'tis a lost fear; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast, . 
And he retires; — Where should Othello 
g07 — 5 a 
Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr'd 
| | wench! ' | ap: ee 
Pale as thy smock! when we 5hall meet at 


, compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from 
„ heaven, | ; Y 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my 
; ar, | N 
Even like thy chastity. — | 323 
O cursed, ** Slave: — Whip me, ye de- 

Fe vils, 

From the possession of this heavenly sight! 
Blow me —_— in winds! roast me in 8ub 
| ur! 

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire}! — 
O Desdemona! Desdemona! dead? 

Dead? O! O! O! F N Fas ba 


OTH'EL I. o. 343 
Enter Lopovico, MoxTaxo, Cassio, carried in a 
chair, and Officers, with TaGo, prisoner, 


Lod. Where is this rack and most unfortunate 
man ? 


Qth. That's he, that was Othello; here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain 
forth. 5 ix, 
Otk. I look down towards his feet; — but 
that's a fable: N 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 
| [Othello wounds Iago. 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 
Iago. I bleed, sir; but not kill'd. 
Oth. T am not sorry neither; I'd have thee 
1 | live ; 8 | 
For, in my sense, tis happineſs to die. 
Lod. O thou Othello, that wast once 80 good, 


FallVa in the practice of a cursed slave, 
What shall be said to thee? 


Oth. Why, any tbing: 
An bonourable murderer, if you will; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 
Lod. r bath part comfeſs'd his vil- 
| ainy ; 
Did you and he” obs in Cassio's death? 
Oth. Ay. 1 | 


| Cas, Dear general, I never gave you cause. 


Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil. 
Why be hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body? 
lago. Demand me nothing? What you know, 
you know: _ 28 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 
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Lod. What? not to pray? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips, 
Oth. Well, thou dost best. 


Lod. Sir, N. shall understand what hath 15 
fall'n, 


Which, as I think, you know not; Here is a 


letter, 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And bere, another: the ene of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 


Otk. O villain! 
Cas. Most heatbenish, and most groſs! 


Lod. Now here's another discontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo 1 to have dont this damned vil- 

ain; 
But that, belike, Tago in LEA interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 


Oth. O the pernicious caitiff! — 
How came you, Cassio, by, that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cas, I found it in my chamber: 
And he himself confels'd, but even now, 
That there he dropp'd it, for a — purpose, 
Which wrought to his desire. 


Oth. O fool! fool! fool! 


Cas. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter, — 
How be upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon 'it came - 
That I was cast: And even but now: he spake, 
After long seeming dead, ago hurt Vicks. 

Jago set him on. 


Lod. You must forsake this room, and go 
| with us; 


f 
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\ Your power and your command is taken off, 

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 

Tf there be any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It sball be his: You shall close prisoner rest, 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 

To the Venetian state: — Come, bring him 

| ' _ aWAay. de „ Hon 

Oth. Soft you; a word or too, before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they 
now it:; AMY TY 

No more of that: — I pray you, in your lets 

ters, 41 | TIP" 

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you 

speak | 

Of one, tbat lov'd not wisely, but too well; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whose band, 

Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away, 

Richer than all his tribe; of one, whose sub- 

du'd eyes, 

Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 

Their med'cinable gum: Set you down this: 

And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd tbe state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And smote him — thus. [5tabs himselſ. 


Lod. O bloody period! 

Gra. All, that is spoke, is marr'd. 

Othk. I kiſs'd thee, ere I kill'd thee; — No 
| way but this, 


| falling upon Desdemons. 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiſs. Dios. 
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Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no 


Weapon; 


For be was great of heart. 


Lod. O Spartan d 


More fell than. Seen hunger, or the sea! 


Look on the tragick loading of this bed; | 
wy F lies lago. 
This is thy work: the object poisons sight; — 
Let it be bid. — Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed to you. — To you, lord go- 
ene , an 1 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain; 
The time, 1 place, the torture, — O inforce 
l 191 nai to 


Myself will straight aboard; and, to the state, 


This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 
N : ö | 0 Exeunt. 


'. THE END OF THE EIGHTH VOLUME. 
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